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THE SI£61B OF TALENCIA. 



A DRAMATIC POEM. 



Jndido ha dado eata no vista hazana 
Del Talor qne en lot siglot Tenideros 
Tendr&n los Hiios de la httrtt £«pana, 
Hijof de tal padres herederos. 

Halld sola en Nmnaneia todo qoauto 

0ebe eon jnsto titalo cantarse, 

T lo que pnede dar materia al canto. 

Numancia de CervumUs, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The history of Spain records two instances of 
the serere and self-devoting heroism, which forms 
^the subject of the following dramatic poem. 
The first of these occurred at the siege of Tarifa, 
which was defended in 1294 for Sancho, King of 
Castile, during the rebellion of his brother, Don 
Juan, by Guzman, surnamed the Good.* The 
second is related of Alonzo Lopez de Texeda, 
who, until his garrison had been utterly disabled 
by pestilence, maintained the city of Zamora for 
the children of Don Pedro the Cruel, against the 
forces of Henrique of Trastamara.t 

Impressive as were the circumstances which 
distinguished both these tnemorable sieges, it ap- 
peared to the author of the following pages that 
a deeper interest, as well as a stronger colour 
^ of nationality, might be imparted to the scenes in 
^ which she has feebly attempted ^^ to describe high 
passions and high actions ;" by connecting a re- 
figious feeling with the patriotism and high-minded 

* See Qsilitaiia's 'Vidai de Espenolef eelebret,' p. fil. 
t See Oie Vtthnt to Sontfiey'i * Chionkle of the Cid.' 
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loyalty which had thus been proved ^^ faithful unto 
death," and by surrounding her ideal dramoHs 
persaikB with recollections derived from the he- 
roic legends of Spanish chivahy. She has, for 
this reason, employed the agency of imaginary 
characters, and fixed upon ^^ Valencia del Cid^' 
as the scene to give them 

** a local haUtation and a name." 
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THE SIEGE OF TAXiENCIA. 



Scene— Aoom in a Palace qf Valencia, 
XoiEHArimgimgioalMic^ 

BALLAD. 

<' Tbov hMt B0t bMB with A ftiUi tfann». 

At tlw pouring of the wise : 
Men bear not from the HaD or Soitf, 
A mien fo dark as thine ! 
— Thete'a Mood npon thj ddeld. 
There's dnst apon thy pnune, 
— Hmni hast brou^t firom some ffisastrovt field. 
That hrow of wrath and gloom ! '* 

<' And is there blood iroon my shield ? 
-^Maiden! itweUmaybel 

We have sent the ^reams from our battle-field^ 
Andaricen*dtotheseal 
We hare mem the founts a stain, 
*Mid8t thtir woods of ancient pine : 




Dcep-dyed-Hrat not with wine ! 

'<The croond is wet— bat not with rain— 

We EaTe been in war array, 
And the noblest blood of Chrotian Spain 
Hath bathed her soa to-day. 
I have seen the strong man die. 
And the stripling meet his fate, 
Wlme the moontain- winds go sonndinr by, 

In the Roneesralles* Strait. 
<< In the gloomy Roncesralles' Strait 
There are helms and lances ckft ; 
And they that moved at mom elate 
On a bed of heath are left ! 
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14 SIEGE OF VAI^ENCIA. 

There's many a fair young fiice, 
Which the war steed hath gone o'er ; 
At many a hoard there is kept a place 
For those that come no more !" 

"Alas ! for love, for woman's breast, 

If wo like this most be ! 
-^Hast thou seen a youth with an eagle erest [ 
And a white plume wavfng free ? 
With his proud quick flashing eve, 
And his mien ol knightly state ? 
Doth he come from where the swords flash*d higfa^ 
In the Roucesvalles' Strait ?" 

'<In the gloomy Roncesvalles* Strait 

I saw and mark'd him well ; 
^or nobly on his steed he sate. 
*)Yhen the pride of manhood fell ! 
—But it is not youth which turns 
From the field of spears aeain ; 
For the boy's high heart too wildly bums. 
Till it rests amidst the slain !" 

<< Thou canst not say that he lies low, 

The lovely and the brave ; 
Oh ! none could look on his joyous brow^ 
And think ngon the grave ! 
Dark, dark perchance the day 
Hath been with valour's fate, 
But Ae is on his homeward wa;^, 
From the Roncesvalles* Strait.** 

" There is dust upon his joyous brow,. 

And o'er his graceful head ; 
And the war-horse will not wake him now. 
Though it bruise his greensward bed ! 
—I nave seen the stripling die. 
And the strong man meet his fate, 
Where the mountain^ winds go sounding by. 
In the Roncesvalles' Strait !" 

Elmina enters. 

Elndna, Your songs are not like those of other days, 
Mine own Ximena ! — Where is now the young 
And buoyant spirit of the morn, which once 
Breath'd in your spring-like melodies, and woke 
Joy's echo from all hearts ? 

Ximena. My mother, this 

U not the free air of onr moontain-wilds ; 
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SIEeE OP VALENCIA. 15 

And these are sot the halls, THierein my roice 
First poured those gladdenisg strains. 

JSlfttina, Alast thj heart 

(I ?Se it well) doth sicken for the pure 
Free- wandering breezes of the joyous hills, 
Where thy young brothers, o^er the rock and heath, 
Bound in glad boyhood, e'en as torrent-streams 
Leap brightly from the heights. Had we not been 
Within these walls thus suddenly begirt, 
Thou shouldst have tracked ere now, with step as light. 
Their wild wood-paths. - 

Ximena, I would not but hare shared 

These hours of wo and peril, though the deep 
And solemn feelings wakening^at their voice. 
Claim all the wro£ght-up spirit to themselves. 
And will not blend with mirth. The storm doth hush • 
All floating whispery sound, aJl bird-notes wiM * 

O' th* summer forest, filling earth and heaven 
With its own awful music. — And 'tis well ! 
Should not a hero's child be train'd to hear 
The trumpet's blast unstartled, and to look 
Id the fix^d face of Death without dismay ? 

Elmina. Wo ! wo ! that au^ht so gentle and so young 
Should thus be call d to stand i' the tempest's patti. 
And bear the token and the hue of death * 
On a bright soul so soon ! I had not shrunk 
From mme own lot, but thou, my child, shouldst move 
As a light breeze of heaven, throv^ summer-bowers. 
And not o'er foaming billows. We are iJEdl'n 
Ou dark and evil days ! 

Ximena, Ay, days, that wake 

All to their tasks ! — Youth may not loiter now 
In the green walks of spring ; and womanhood 
Ii summoned unto conflicts, heretofore 
The lot of warrior souls. But we will take 
Onr toils upon us nobly ! Strength is bom 
Id the deep silence of long-suffering hearts ; 
Not amidst joy. 

Elmina. Hast thou some secret wo 

That thus thou speak'st ? 

Ximena. What sorrow should be mine. 

Unknown to thee ? 

Elmina. Alas ! the baleful air 

Wherewith the pestilence in Uarkness walks 
Through the devoted city, like a blight 
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16 S1£G£ OF VALENCIA. 

Amidit the rose-tints of tby eheek luitfa faU'ii, 

And wrought an early withering !-*>Thoa hait crossed 

The paths of Death, and ministered to those 

0*er whom his shadow rested,.till thine eye . ^" 

Hath changed its i^lancing sunbeam for a still, 

Deep, solemn radiance, and thy brow hath cngfat 

A wild and high expression, wnich at times 

Fades onto desolate calmness, most nnlike 

What yonth s bright mien should wear. My ge&tle ehiU \ 

I look on thee in fear ! 

Ximena. Thoa hut no eanie 

To fear for me. Whentiie wUd clash of steel, 
And the deep tamboor, and the heary sl^ 
Of armed men, break an our monunc drMuns ; 
When, hour by hoar, the noble and um bnnre 
Are foiling round us, and we deem H mncb 
To srife them foneral-iites, and call them Uest 
If & Kood sword, in its own stormy hour, 
Hath dumeits wois upon them, ere disease 
Had chiU'd their fieiT blood ;*.*4t is no time 
For the lieht mien wherewith, in hif^>ier hom^ 
We trod toe woodland manes, whenyMngletfei 
Were whispering in tbegaleb^My raher comet—* 
Oh ! speak of me no more. I would not (iMde 
His prmeely aspect wiU» a thought lest high 
Than his proud dutiet elaun. 

GoNZALBX enUn, 

Elmina. My noble lord t 

Welcome from this day's toil !— It is the hour 
Whose shadows, as they deepen, bring rqiose 
Unto all wearr men ; and wilt not thou 
Free thy mailM bosom from tiie corslet's weight, 
To rest at foil of ere 7 

OanxaUz. There may be rest 

For the tired peasant, when the Tesper-beU 
Doth send him to his cabin, and beneath 
Hii Tine and olive, he may sit at ere. 
Watching his children's qport : but unto Atm 
Who keeps the watch-place on the moontain-heig^ 
When Heaven lets loose the storm that chasten reamis 
—Who speaks of rest 7 

Ximena, My father, shaU I fill 

The wine-cop for thy lips, or bring the lute 
Whose sounos thon forest 7 

QonxateZf If there be strains of power 
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To rome a tpirit, which in triomphant scorn 

May cast off natore^s feebleness, and hold 

Its prood career unshackled^ dashing down 

Tears and fond thooghts to earth ; give Toiee to thote ! 

I have need of such, Ximena ! we most hear 

No melting mosio now. 

Ximena. I know all high 

Heroic ditties of the elder time, 
Smi|r by the moontain-Christians,! in the holds 
Of tA'cTerlasting hills, whose snows yet bear 
The print of Freedom's step ; and all wild strains 
lYberein the dark serranos'^ teach the rocks 
And the pine forests deeply to resound 
The praise of later champions. Wouldst thou hear 
The war-song of thine ancestor, the Cid? 

Gonzalez. Ay, speak of him ,* for in that name is power 
Such as might rescue kingdoms ! Speak of him I 
We are his children! They that can look back 
I' th* annals of their house on such a name, 
How should they take dishonour by the hand, 
And o'er the threshold of their father's halls 
First lead her as a guest ? 

Elmina, Oh, why is this ? 

How my heart sinks ! 

Oonzalez. It must not fail thee yet. 

Daughter of heroes ! — thine Inheritance 
Is strength to meet all conflicts. Thou canst number 
In thy long line ofglorious ancestry 
Men, the bright offering of whose blood hath made 
The ground it bathed e'en as an altar whence 
High thrtughts shall rise for ever. Bore they not, 
'Imdst flame and sword, their witness of the Cross, 
With its victorious inspiration girt 
As with a conqueror'^ robe, till th' infldel 
Overawed, shrank back before them ? — Ay, the earth 
Doth call them martyrs, but their agonies 
Were of a moment^ tortures whose orief aim 
Was to destroy, within whose powers and scope 
Lay naught but dust.— And earth doth call them martyrs ! 
Why, Hea?en but claim'd their blood, their lives, and not 
The things which crow as tendrils round thrar hearts ; 
No, not Uieir chilaren ! 

Elmina, Mean'st thou ?— know'st tiioa aught ? 



* "Serranos,** mountaineere. 

Oif- 
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1 3 SI£G£ OF>ALEI^IA. 

I cannot ntier it-^Mr SOU ! BMraont! 

Is it of them 7— Oh! wonldst thon speak of them? 

OonzaUz, A mother*e heart dinneth hut too weU ! ^ 

Elmina. Spedi, I ti^nie thee !^I obi bear it all.— 
Where are my children ? 

Oonzalez. la the Moorish camp 

Whose lines haye girt the city. 

Ximena. Bat they lire ? 

F-AU is not lost my mother ! 

JSImna. Say, they ii?e. 

Gonxalez, Cilmina, stiH they liy^ 

Elmina. But captives !— They 

Whom my fond heart had imai^ed to itself 
Boonding from cliff to cliff amidst the wilds 
Where the rock-ea^ seemM not more secure 
In its rejoicing freedom !•— And my boys 
Are captives with the Moor !— Oh ! how was this ? 

Chnzakz, Alas ! onr brave Ali>honso, in the pride 
Of boyish daring, left oiir moimtain-haUs, 
With nis yonne orother, eager to behold 
The lace of noble war. Thence on their way 
Were the rash wanderers ci^tared. 

ElmifM. 'Tis enongh. 

r-And when shall they be ransomed ? 

Oonxqle^, There is ask'd 

A ransom far too high, 

Elmina. What! have we wealth 

Which might rede^n a monarch, and our sons 
The while wear fetters ?— Take thon all for them, 
And we will cast onr worthlestgrandenr from ns. 
As 'twere a combrous robe !— Why, thou art one 
To whose hvh nature pomp )iath ever been 
But as the plumage to a war^^sr's hehn, 
* Worn or thrown off as liglvMy* And for roe, 
Thon knowest not how sercsely I poM take 
The peasant's lot npon moy so my heart, 
Ami^ its deep affiictioiii OMlietWbedy 
May dwell in sil^ce* 

Xmena. ' l^nOttTl doubt thon not 

Bat we wiU bind oa^fiiitt tt'poverbr. 
With glad devotedneps, if Hus, bat thto, 
May whi them back.— Dfstrqst ns not, my lather ! 
We can bear all things. 
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SifiGE GF VALEHOIA. Id 

Oanzalix, Cuk ye bear disgrace ! 

Ximena, We wore not }tom for thu. 

Ounxahz, No, thoo tayit well ! 

Hold to that loftj faith.— My wife, my child ! 
Bath earth notreasores richer than the cema 
Tom from her secret caverns 7— If by them 
Chains may be riven, then let the captive spring 
Rejoicing to the light ! — Bat he, for whom 
Freedom and life may bat be worn with shame, 
Hath naa|;ht to do, save fearlessly to fix 
His steadfast look on the majestic heayens, 
And proudly die ! 

Ebmna, Gonzalez, who most die ? 

Chmzalez {hurriedly, ) They on whose liTCi a feadid price 
is set, 
Bat to be paid by treason !— Is't enoogh ? 
Or most I yet seek words 7 

Elmina, That lode saith more ! 

Thoo canst not mean— 

Qonzalex, I do; why dwells there not 

Power in a glance to speak it 7 — ^They most die ! 
They — most their names be td&d— Ottr 8on$ arosi die 
Unless I yield the city ! 

Ximena, Oh ! look iq> ! 

My mother, sink not thos f— Until the grwe 
Shot from our sight its victims, there is hope. 

Elwdna {in a low voice, ) Whose knell was in the breeze ! 
— No, no, not iheirt ! 
Whose was the blessed voice that spoke of hope 7 
—And there is hope !-^I will not be sabdued — 
I will not hear a whisper of despair ! 
For Nature is all-powerful, and her breath 
Moves like a quickening si^nt o'er the depths 
Within a fatiier's heart.— Thoa too, Gonzalez, 
Wilt tell me there is hope ! 

Oonzalex {eolemnly, ) Hope bat in ffim 

Who bade the patriarch lay his fair yonng son 
Boond on the snrine of satarifioe, and when 
The bright steel Quiver'd in the Other's hand 
Jost raised to strike, sent forth his awfrd voice 
Throogh the still clonds, and on the breathless air, 
Commandingte witldiold !-4Saith has no hope, 
ItrMUi^iHkD. 
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W SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 

Elmina, Thau eanst not tell me this ! 

Thon father of my sons, within whose hands 
Doth lie thy chiloren's fate. 

Gonzalez, If there have been 

Men in whose bosoms Nature's voice hath made 
Its accents as the solitary sound 
Of an overpowering torrent, silencing 
Th' austere and jet divine remonstrances 
Whisper'd by faith and honour, lift thy hands. 
And, to that Heaven, which arms the brave with strength, 
Pray that the father of thy sons may ne'er 
Be thus fowid wanting ! 

Elndna, Then their doom is seal'd! 

Thou wilt not save thy children ? 

Oonzalez, Hast thou canse, 

Wife of my youth ! to deem it lies within 
The bountu of possible thin^, that I should link 
My name to that word — traitor ? — They that sleep 
On their proud battle-fields, thy sires and mine, 
Died not for this ! 

Elmina, Oh, cold and hard of heart ! 

Thou shouldst be bom for empire, since thy soul 
Thus lightly from all human bonds can free 
Its hau^ty flight ! — ^Men ! men ! too much is yours 
Of vantage ; ye, that with a sound, a breath, 
A shadow, t£tns can fill the desolate space 
Of rooted up affections, o'er whose void 
Our yearning hearts must wither !— So it is, 
Dommion must be won ! — ^Nay, leave me not — 
My heart is bursting, and I must be heard { 
Heaven hath given power to mortal a^ony 
As to the elements m their hour of mieht 
And mastery o'er creation !— Who sh^l dare 
To mock that fearful strength ?— I mtut be heard ! 
Give me my sons ! 

OonzaUz, That they may live to hide / 

With covering hands th' indignant flush of shame 
On their young brows, when men shall speak of him 
They calPd their father !— Was the oath, whereby, 
On tn' altar of my faith, I bound myself, 
With an unswerving spirit to maintain 
This firee and christian city for my Qod, 
And for my king, a writing traced on sand ? 
That pasnohate tears shuuui wash it from the earth, 
Or e'en the life*drops of a bleeding heart 
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S£B6E OF VALENCIA. 21 

Effmee it, as a billow iweeps awar 

The last light Tetid's wake ?— Then ntrer more 

liet man'f deep tows be trusted !-^hoiigfa enforced 

By all th* appeals of high remembrancefi, 

And silent elaiois o' th' sepnlehres, wherein 

His fathers with their staimeai glory deep. 

On their good swords! Think'st thoa / fii«i no pangs ? 

He that haUi giyen me sons, doth know the heart 

Whose treasures he reoaIl84-»^f this no more. 

'Tis vain. I tell thee that th> invioUte eross 

Still, from our ancient temples, must look up 

Throitth the blue heayens of l^ain, though at its foot 

Ipenw, with my race. Thou darttt not ask 

Tnat I, the son of warriors— men who died 

To fix it on that ^rood supremacy-— 

Should tear the sign of our victorious faith 

Wtom its hi|;h place of sunbeams, for the Moor 

In in^ious joy to trample ! 

Elmina, Scorn me not! 

In mine extreme of misery ! — ^Thon art stronj^ 
Thy heart is not as mine.— Mr brain grows wild ; 
I know not what 1 ask !^Ana yet 'twere hut 
Anticipating fate— since it must fall. 
That cross vuisl fall at last ! There is no poweri 
No hope within this ci^r of the graye. 
To keep its place on high. Her sultry ahr 
Ilreaj^es heari^ of death, her warriors sink 
Beneath their ancient banners, ere the Moor 
Hath bent his bow against them ; for the shaft 
Of pestilence flies more swiftly to its mark. 
Than the arrow of the desert. Ev*n the skies 
O'erhang the desolate splendour of her domes 
With an Ul omen's aspect, shiqping forth. 
From the dull clouds, wild menacing forms and signs 
Foreboding ruin. Man might be withstood. 
But who shall cope with famine and disease. 
When leagued with armed foes ?-*Where now the aid^ 
Where the long-promised lances of Castile ? 
—We are forsidcen, in our utmost need, 
By heaven and earth forsaken! 

Gonxalez. If this be, 

(And yet I wiO not deem U) we must fall 
As men that in severe devotedness 
Have chosen their part, and bound themsdhres to death, 
Through high conviction that thfir suffering land, « 
By the freeblood of martyrdom alone, 
0tuJl catt delivenmce down. 
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Elmina. Oh! IhaTettood 

Beside thee through the hcatiB|[f stonnt of life, 
With the true heart of imrepinuw love, 
Ab the poor peaf antg mate doth cheerilj, 
In the parchM yineTard, or the harreat-field, 
Bearing her part, sostain with him the heat 
And bm-den of the day ; — Bat now the hoar. 
The heayy hoar is come, when homan strength 
Sinks down, a toiUwom pilsrim, in the dost, 
Owninj^ that wo is mightier!— Spare me yet 
This bitter cop, my husband ! — Let not her, 
The mother of the lovely, sit and mourn 
In her unpeopled home, a broken stem, 
O'er its fairn roses dying ! 

OonxaUz. Urge me not, 

Thou that through all sharp conflicts hast been found 
Worthy a brare man's lore, oh ! urge me not 
To guilt, which through the midst of blindmg tears. 
In lU own hues thou seest not l— Death may scarce 
Bring aught like this ! 

Elmina. All, all thy gentle race, 

The beautiful beinjp that around thee grew, 
Creatures of sunshine ! Wilt thou doom them all? ^ 
-»She too, thy daughter — doth her smile unmarkM 
Pass from thee, wiUi its radiance, day by day ? 
Shadows are gathering round hcr^ seest thou not ? 
The misty dimness of the spoiler's breath 
Hangs o'er her bean^, and the fiace which made 
The summer of oar nearts, now doth but send. 
With e?eiT glance, deep bodings through the aool, 
Telling ot early fate. 

Chmxaiex. I see a change 

Far nobler on her brow ! — She Is as one, * 

Who, at the trumpet's sudden call, hath risen 
Fh>m the gay banauet, and in scorn cast down 
The wine-eup, ana the garland, and the lute 
Of festal hours, for the good spear and helm, 
Beseemhif sterner tasks.— Her eye hath lost 
The beam which laugh'd upon th** awakenin[f^ hear^ 
E'en as mom breaks o'er earth. But far within 
Its full dark orb, a light hath aprone, whose source 
Lies deeper in the aouL— And let the torch 
Which bat illumed the glittering pageant, fade ! 
The altar-flame, i' th' sanctuary's recess, 
Boms quenchless, being of heaven ! — She hath pot on 
Coonge, and faim, and generous constancy, 
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Et'ii as a breastplatc^Ay, men look on her, 
As ahe goes forth serenely to her tasks, 
Binding the warrior's woonds , and bearing fresh 
Cod draughts to ferer'd lips ; they look on her, 
Thus BOTing in her beantifQl array 
Of gentle fortitode, and bless the fair 
Migestie vision, and anmarmanng torn 
Unto their heavy toib. 

Elminai And seest thou not 

In that hi|^ faith and strong coUectedness, 
A fearfol inspiration ? — They have cause 
To tremble, who behold th» unearthly light 
Of hi^h, and, it may be, prophetic thought, 
Inyestmg youth with grandeur !— From the grave 
It rises, on whose shadowy brink thy child 
Waits bot a father's hand to snatch her back 
Into the laughing sunshine. — Kneel with me, 
Ximena, kneel beside me, and implore 
That which a deeper, more prevailing voice 
Than onrs doth ask, and will not be denied ; 
—His children's hves ! 

Ximena, Alas ! this may not be, * 

Mother !— 1 cannot. \^ExU Ximena. 

Chmzalez, My heroic child ! 

— A terrible sacrifice thoa claim'st, O Ood ! 
From creatures in whose agonizing hearts 
Nature is strong as death I 

Elmna, Is 't thus in thine 1 

Away ! — ^what time is given thee to resolve 
On ?— what I cannot utter ! —Speak ! thou know'st 
Too well what I would say. 

Oonzalez, . Until — ask not! 

The time is brief. 

Elminm. Thou saidst— I heard not right— 

Oonxalez. The time is brief. 

Elwdna. What! must we burst all ties 

Wherewith the thriDing chordH of life are twined ; 
And, for this task's fulfilment, can it be 
That man, in his cold heartlessness, hath dared 
To number and to mete us forth the sands 
Of hours, nay, moments ?— Why, the sentenced wretch. 
He on whose sool there rests a brother's blood 
Poor'd forth in slumber, is allow'd more time 
To wetn his turbulent passions ^m the world 
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His presence doth poUnte t-^t is Bot Umis! 
We most have Time to mIuhA vs. 

OcnxaUz. We bare but 

To bow the head in silence, when HeaFei^'s voice 
Calls back the things we love. 

Elmina. Lore ! Love !— there are soft smiles and rentie 
words, 
And there are faces, skilful to put on 
The look we trust in— and *tis mockery idl ! 
-—A faithless mist, a desert-Tapour, wearing 
The brightness or clear waters, thus to cheat 
The thirst that semblance kindled !— There is none, 
In all this cold and hollow world, no foant 
Of deep, strong, deathless love, save that within 
A mother's heart.<^It is but pride, wherewith 
To his fidr son the father's eye doth turn, 
Watchinff his mwtfi. Ay, on the boy he looks, 
The brifcnt glad creature stringing in fis path, 
But as the heir of hu great name, the younr 
And stately tree, whose rising strength erelong 
Shall bear his trophies welL— And this is level 
'This is miim'*a love !— What miirvel ?— jfoit ne*er made 
Your breast the pillow of his infancy, 
While to the fulness of your heart's glad heavings 
^fiis fair cheek rose and fell ; and his bright hair 
Waved softly to your bnast I'^You ne'er kept watch 
Beside him, till the last pale star had set, 
And morn^ all dazzling, as in triumph, broke 
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Was there to greet his wakening ! You ne'er smoothed 

His conch, ne^ smi^ him to his rosy rest, 

Cai^ his least whisper, when his voice from yours 

Had leam'd soft utterance ; press'd your Up to his 

When fever parch'd it; hnsh'd his wayward cries, 

With patient vigilant, never-wearied love ! 

No ! tnese are fooman^M tasks !-«In these her youth. 

And bloom of cheek, and buoyancy of heart. 

Steal from her all umnark'd !— My boys ! my boys ! 

Hath vain affection borne with all for this ? 

•^Why were ye given me ? 

Qonxalex, Is there strength in man 

Thus to endure ?^That thou eouldstread, t&ro' ail 
Its depths of silent agony, the heart 
Thy voice of wo doth rend ! \ 
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Elmina. Thy heart !— *&y heart !— Away ! it feels not nmio t 
But an hoar comes to tame the mighty man 
Unto the infant's weakness ; nor^aU Heaven 
Spare yon that bitter chast^iing !— May yon live 
To be alone, when loneliness doth seem 
Moat heavy to sustain !*-For me, my voice 
Of mrayer and fhiitlese weeping shall be soon 
Wim all forgotten sonnds ; my qniet place 
liow with my lovely ones, and we shall sleep, 
Th ongfakinfgs lead armies o'er us, we shall sleep. 
Wrapt m earth's covering mantle ! you the whue 
Shall lit withm yoor vast, forsaken halls. 
And hear the wud and melancholy winds 
Moonthroogh their drooping banners, never more 
To wave above your race. Ay, then call up 
Shadows-'dim phantoms from ancestral tombs. 
Bat all— all g'/ortbtM— conquerors, chieftains, kiiu;s-> 
To people that cold void !— And whenthe strength 
From your right arm hath melted, when the blast 
Of the shrill clarion gives your heart no more 
A nerf wakening ; u at last you pine 
For tfie glad voices, and the bowufing steps. 
Once through your home re-etiMing, and the clasp 
Of twining arms, and all the joyous light 
Of eyes tlwt laush'd withy outh, and made your board 
A place of sunshine ;— -When those days are come, 
Then, in your utter desolation, turn 
To the cold worid, the smiling, faithless world. 
Which hath swept |>ast yon long, and bid it quench 
Tour soul's deep thirst with fame I immortal fame ! 
Fame to the sick of heart !— a gorgeous robe^ 
A crown of victory, unto him Uiat dies 
F th* burning waste, for water ! 

OmxaUz, This from thee ! 

Now the last drop of bitterness is ponr'd. 
Efanina— I forgive thee ! [Exit Elmima. 

Aid me. Heaven ! 
From whom alone is power! — Oh! thou hast set 
Dntias, so stem of aspect in my path, 
Thej ahnost, to my startled gaze, assume 
The hue of things less hallow'd ! Men have sunk 
UnUamed beneath such trials ! — ^Doth not He 
Who made us know the limits of our strength ? 
My wife ! my sons !-~Away ! I must not pause 
To give my heart one moment's mastery thus ! 

[EtxU GONZALKZ. 

s 
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Scene^The AUIe of a Goihie Church. 
Hernandez, Garcias, and othen. 

Hernandez. The rites are closed. Now, valiant men, de^ 

rirt, 
to his place — I may not say, of rest ; 
Tour faithful vigils for your sons may win 
What must not be yonr own. Ye are as those 
Who sow, in peril and in care, the seed 
Of the fair tree, beneath whose stately shade 
They may not sit. But bless'd be they who toil 
For after-days ! — ^AU hish and holy thoughts 
Be with ^on, warriors, uro' the lingering hours 
0( the night-watch ! 

Oarciat, Ay, father f we have need 

Of high and holy thoi^hts, wherewith to fence 
Our hearts against despair. Yet have I been 
From youth a son of war. The stars have look'd 
A thousand times ut>on my couch of health. 
Sp read ^roidst the wild sierras, by some stream 
Whose dark-red waves look'd e'en as though their source 
Lay not in rocky eavems, but the veins 
Of^^noble hearts ; while many a knightly crest 
Roil'd with theiQ to the deep. And in the years 
Of my lon^ exile and captivity. 
With the ^rce Arab, I have watch' d beneath 
The stilly pale shadow of some looely palm. 
At midnight, in the desert ; while the wind 
Swell'd with the lion's roar, and heavily 
The fearfolness and might of solitude 
Press'd on my weary heart. 

Hernandez {thoug^fully, ) Thou little know'st 
Of what is solitude !— I tell thee, those 
For ^om — ^in earth's remotest nook— howe'er 
Divided from their path by chain on chain 
Of miffhty mountains, and the amplitude 
Of rouing.seas — there beats one human heart. 
There breathes one being unto whom their name 
Comes with a thrilline and a gladdening sound 
Heard o'er the dio of life ! are not alone ! 
Not on the dec^nor in the wild, alone ; 
For there is that on earth with which tiiey hold 
A brotherhood of soul ! — Call him alone. 
Who stands shut out from this !— And let not tiiose 
Whose homes are bright with sunshine and with love, * 

Put on the insolence of happiness. 
Glorying in that proud lot !— A lonely hour 
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If on its way to eaeh, to all; for Death 
Knows no companionship. 

Garciaa, I have look'd on Death 

In field, and storm, and flood. But never yet 
Hath anght weigh'd down my spirit to a mood 
Of sadness, dreamioe o'er dark auguries, 
like this, our watch hy midnight. Feamil things 
Are gathering ronnd us. Death upon the earth, 
Omens in Heaven !-r-The summer-skies put forth 
No clear bright stars above us, but at times, 
Catching some comet's 'fier^ hue of wrath, 
Marsballtheir clouds to' armies, traversing 
Heaven with the rtish of meteor-steeds, the array 
Of spears and banners, tossing like the pines 
Of Pyrenean forests, when the storm 
Doth sweep the mountains. 

Hernandez, Ay, last night I too 

Kept vigil, sazing on the angry heavens ; 
And I beheld the meeting ana the shock 
Of those wild hosts i* th' air, when, as they closed, 
A red and sultry mist, like that which mantles 
The thunder's path, fell o*erthem. Then were flung 
Through the dull glare, broad cloudy banners forth, 
And chariots seemed to whirl, and steeds to sink. 
Bearing down crested warriors. But all this 
Was dim and shadowy :— -then swift darkness rush*d 
Down on tfi* nnearthly battle, as the deep 
Swept o'er the Egyptian's armament— I look'd— 
And iJl that fiery field of plumes and spears 
Was blotted from heaven's face ! — I look'd aniin-^ 
i^id firom the brooding mass of clouds leap'd forth 
One meteor-sword, which o'er the reddening sea 
Shook with strange motion, such as earthquakes give 
Unto a rocking citadel !— I beheld, 
And yet my spirit sunk not. 

Gardae. Neither deem 

That mine hath blench'd. — But these are sights and sounds 
To awe the firmest. — Know'trt thou what we hear 
At midnight from the walb ? — ^Were 't but the deep 
Barbaric nom, or Moorish tambour's p^. 
Thence might the warrior's heart eaten impulses, 
Quickening its fiery currents. But our ears 
Are pierced by other tones. We hear the knell 
For brave men in their noon of strength cut down, 
And the shrill wail of woman, and the dirge 
Faint swelUngthiough the streets. Then e'en the air 

Digitized by Google 



^\i SIEOE OF VALENCIA. 

Hath ftran^ and fitful nrannon of lament, 
As if the viewless watchers of the land 
Siffh'd on its hollow breezes ! — ^To my son], 
The torrent-msh of battle^ with its dm 
Of trampling steeds and nneing panoply, 
noB of droopii^; 



Were, after tnese faint soirn^ of droopii^; wo, 
As the free sky^s glad music mito him 
Who leaFes a coaeh of sickness. 

Hernandez {with eoUmnity, ) If to plunge 

In the mid-waFes of combat, as they bear 
Charsers and spearmen onwards ; and to make 
A reodess bosom's front the buoyant mark 
On that wild eorrent, for ten thousand arrows ; 
If ihue to dase were valour's noblest aim, 
Xag htly might fame be won !•— but there are things 
Wtaicb ask a spirit of more exalted idtch, 
And courage tempered with a holier me ! 
Well mayst thou say, that these are fearfol times, 
Therefore be firm, be patient ! — ^There is strengui. 
And a fierce instinct, e'en in rommon souls, 
To bear up manhooa with a stormy ioy. 



When red swords meet in lightning !— out our task 



Is mor^ and nobler ! — We have to endure, 

And to keep watch, and to arouse a land. 

And to defend an altar j~lf we falL 

So that our blood make but the millionth i>art 

Of Spain's great ransom, we may count it joy 

To die upon ner bosom, and beneath 

The banner of her faith f^Think but on this. 

And gird your hearts with silent fortitude. 

Suffering, yet hoping all things — ^Fare ye weO. 

Qareiae, Father, fiurewell. [Ezeura Oarcias mnd hie 
follm/oere. 

Hernandez. These men have earthly ties 

And bondage on their natures ! — ^To the cause 
Of Ood, md Spain's revenue, they bring but half 
Their energies and hopes. But he whom Heaven 
Hath call'd to be th' awakener of a land. 
Should have his soul's affections all absorbed 
In that mnestio purpose, and press on 
To its fulfilment, as a mountain-bom 
And a mighty stream, with all its vassal-nUi 
Sweeps proudly to the ocean, pausing not 
To daily with the flowers. 

Hark! What qddt itep 
Comes hociying through the gloora at this dead hour? 
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Elmima enUrt, 

Bhmna, Are not all hours na one to mif err l^Whj 
Sboold §he take note of time, for whom the aay 
And night hare lost their blessed attributes 
Of sunshine and repose ? 

Hemandex. I know thy griefs ; 

Bat there are trials for the noble heart 
Wherein its own deep foontauns must supply 
All it can hope of comfiMt. Pity's voice 
Comes with vain sweetn<>ss to th' unheeding ear 
Of anguish, e*en as music heard afar 
On the green shore, hj him who perishes 
'Midst rocks and eddying waters. 

Elmma. Think thou not 

I sooicht thee but for pity. I am come 
For that which grief b privileged to demand 
With an impaious claim, from all whose form^ 
Whose human form, doth seal them unto suffering ! 
Father ! I ask thine aid, 

Hemandex. There is no aid 

For thee or for thy children, but with Him 
Whose presence is around us in the cIoud| 
As in the shining and the glorious light. 

Elwdna, There is no aid ! — ^Art thou a man of God ? 
Art thou a man of sorrow — (for the world 
Doth call thee such) — and hast thou not been taught 
By God and sorrow— nmighty as they are, 
To own tne claims of misery ? 

Hemandex. Is there power 

With me to save thy sons ? — ^Implore of lieayen ! 

Elndna. Doth not Heaven work its purposes by man ? 
I tell thee, thou canst save them !— Art thou not 
Gtonzalez' counsellor? — Unto him thy words 
Are e'en as oracles 

Hemandex, And therefore? — Speak! 

The noble daughter of Pelayo*s line 
Hath naught to ask, unworthy of the name 
Which is a nation s heritage. — Dost thou shrink ? 

Elmina. Have pitv on me, father !— I must speak 
That, from the thought of which, but yesterday, 
I had recoil'd in scorn ! — But this is past. 
Oh ! we grow humble in our asonies, 
And to the dust— tlieir birth-pUce-*bow the heads 
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That wore the erown of glory !-*I am weak— 
My cbagtemng i* far morethanl can hear. 

Hernandez, These are no times for weakness. On our 
hills 
Theanoient cedars, in their gathered might, 
Are battling with tne tempest ; and the flower 
Which cannot meet its dmring Mast most die. 
^— Kat thon hast drawn thy norttire from a stem 
Unwont to bend or break. — Lift thy proud head, 
Daughter of Spain !— 'What wouidst thon with thy lord ? 

Elndna. Look not npon me thus ! — ^I haye no power 
To tell thee. Take^ keen disdainful eye 
Off from mysonl!— What ! am I sunk to this? 
L whose blood sprung from heroes ! — How my sons 
Will scorn the mother that would bring disgrace 
On their muestic line ! — My sons ! my sons ! 
—Now is all else forsotten ! — ^I had once 
A babe that in the early sprii%-time lay 
Sickening upon my bosom, till at last, 
When earth^s young flowers were opening to the sun, 
Death sunk on his meek eyelid, and I deem'd 
All sorrow light tu mine!— But now the fate 
Of all my chudren seems to brood above me 
In the dark thunder-clouds ! — Oh ! I haye power 
And voice unfaltering now to speak my prayer 
And my last lingering hope, that thou shouKlst win 
The father to relent, to save his sons ! 

Hernandez. By yielding np the city ? 

Elndna. Rather say 

By meeting that which gathers close upon us 
Perchance one day the sooner !— 1st not so? 
Must we not yield at last ? — How long shall man 
Array his single breast against disease, 
And famine, and the sword ? 

Hernandez* How long ? — ^While he, 

Who shadows forth his power more gloriously • 
In the high deeds and sufferings of the soul, 
Than in the circling heavens, with all their stars. 
Or the far-sounding deep, doth send abroad 
A spirit, which tak«s affliction for its mate. 
In the good cause, with solemn joy !— How long ? 
— And who art thoUf that, in the littleness 
Of thine own selfish purpose, wouidst set bounds 
To the free current of all noble thousht 
And generous action, bidding iit bri|^t wares 
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Be tUy^d, and flow no further ?^Bat the Power 
'Whose interdict ii laid«ii seas and orbs, 
To chain them in from wsnderinff, hath assigned 
No limit* onto that whieh man's l^h ttrength 
Shall, through its aid, achieve ! 

Ebmna, Oh ! there are timeS; 

When all that hopeless coarage can achieye 
Bat iheds a moormiil beauty o'er the fate 
Of those who die in Fain. 

Hernandez, FTTkodief Invain 

Upon his country's war^fields, and within 
The shadow of ner ahars ?— Feeble heart ! 
I tell thee that the voice of noble blood, 
Thus pour>d for fidth and freedom, hath a tone 
Which, from the night of ages, from the gulf 
Of death, shall bursL and make its high aj^neal 
Sound unto earth and heaven ! At, let the land, 
Whose sons, through centuries or wo. have striven, 
And perish'd by her temples, sink awhile. 
Borne down in conflict ! — But immortal seed 
Deep, by heroic suffering, hath been sown 
Oo all her ancient hills : and cenerons hone 
Knows that the soil, in its good time, shall yet 
Bring forth a glorious hanrest ! — ^Earth receives 
Not one red drop, from faithful hearts, in vain. 

Elmina. Then it must be !»And ye will make those live*, 
Those young bright lives, an offering — to retard 
Our doom one day ! 

Hernandez, The mantle of that day 

May wrap the fate of Spain ! 

Elmina. What led me here ? 

Why did I turn to Olefin my despair? 
Love hath no ties npon thee ; what had I 
To hope firom thee thou lone and childless man ! 
Goto t^ silent home !-— there no Toung voice 
Shsll bid thee welcome, no light footstep spring 
Forth at the sound of thine !— What knows thy heart ? 

Hernandez, Woman ! how dar'st thou taunt me with my 
woes? 
Thf children too shall perish, and I say 
It Aall be well !— Why tak'st thou thousht for them ? 
Wearing thy heart, and wasting down thy life 
Uato its dn^, and making night thy time 
Of care yet more intense, and casting health, 
Uapriased, to melt away, i' th' bitter cup 
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Thoa mingleit for thyself ?— Why, what hath earth 

To pay thee back for this ? — Shall they not live, 

(If the sword spare them now) to prove how soon 

All love may be forgotten ? — Yean of thought, 

LoDg faithfal watchings, looks of tenderness, 

That changed not, though to change be this world's law ? 

Shall ther not flush thy cheeks with shame, whose blood 

Marks, e'en like branding iron ?— torthy sick heart 

Make death a want, as sleep to weariness ? 

Doth not all hope end thus f—or e'eo at best. 

Will they not leave thee ?~far from thee seek room 

For th' overflowings of their fiery soulsj 

On life's wide ocean ? — Give the boundmg steed, 

Or the wing'd bark to youth, that his free course 

May be o*er hills and seas : and weep thon not 

In thy forsaken home, for tne bright world 

Lies all before him, and be sure he wastes 

No thought on thee ! 

Elndna, Not so ! it is not so ! 

Thou dost but torture me ! — My sons are kmd, 
And brave, and gentle. 

Hernandez, Others too have worn 

The semblance of all good. Nay, stay thee yet ; 
I will be calm, and thou shalt learn how earth, 
The fruitful in all agonies, hath woes 
Which far outweigh thine own. 

Elmina, It may not be ! 

Whoee grief is like a mother's for her sons ? 

Hernandez. My son lay stretch'd upon his battle-bier, 
And there were hands wruns; o'er him, which had caught 
Their hue from his young blood ! 

Elndna. What tale is this ? 

Hernandez, Read tou no records in this mien, of things 
Whose traces on man's aspect are not such 
As the breeze leaves on water ? — Lofty birth, 
War, peril, power ?— Aflliction's hand is strong, 
If it erase the haughty characters 
They grave so deep : — ^I have not always been 
That which 1 am. The name I bore is not 
Of those which perish ! — 1 was once a chief*- 
A warrior • — nor as now, a lonely man ! 
I was a father ! 

Elndna. Then thy heart enkfeel ! 

Thou wilt hire pity* 
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Memandez. Shoald I pi^ thee ? 

Tk^f aatu will perish glorionriy — their blooa^— — 

JElmina. Their blood ! my children's blood :— Thou speak'st 
asHwere 
Of casting down a wine-cnp, in the mirth 
And wantonness of feastinr !~My fair boys ! 
— Mmni hast thou been a lather f 

Bemandez, Let them die ! 

liet them die now, thy children! so thy heart 
SlinU wear their beaatifnl imase all nndmmi'd, 
l^iUiin it, to the last r Nor shaft thoa learn 
The bitter lesson, of what worthless dust 
Are framed the idob, whose false gloiry binds 
Barth's fetter on our souls '.^Tbon dunk'st it moch 
To moom the early dead ; bnt there are tears 
Heavy with deeper ancoish ! We endow 



Those whom we love, in our fond passionate UindnesB, 
With power npon our souls, too absohite 
To be a mortal's tmst! Within their hands 



We lay the flaming sword, whose stroke alone 
Can reach oar hearts, and they are merdfnl, 
Ai they are strong, that wield it not to pierce as ! 
— Ay, fear them, lear the loved !~Had I bnt wqpt 
O'er my son's mte, as o'er a babe*s, where tears 
Are as spring dew-drops, glittering in the son. 
And brighteniitt; the yoimg verdore, / might still 
Hare loved and tnisted ! 

Eimina {dudainftUlv,) Bnt he fdl in war ! 

And hath not ^ory medicine in her cap 
For the brief pangs of nature ? 

Hernandez, Glory !-*-Peace, 

And listen \ — By my side the stripling ^w. 
Last of my line. I rear'd him to take joy 
r th' blaze of arms, as eagles train their yoong 
To look upon the dav-king— His quick blood 
Ev'n to his boyish cheek would mantle op. 
When the heavens ranc with trumpets, and his eye 
Flash with the spirit of a race whose deeds^ 
But this availeth not !-** Yet be too* brave. 
I've seen him clear himielf a path in &|^ht 
As lightning tfaroogfa a forest, and hispmme 
Waved like a torch, abova the battle-storm, 
The soldier's guide, when princely crests had sank. 
And banners were struck down. — Around my steps 
Floated his fame, like music, and 1 lived 
Bnt in the lofty soond. But when my heart 
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Id 0B6 Irail ark had Tentiir'd all, when most 
He seem*d to stand between my soul and heayen, 
—Then came the thunder-stroke ! 

Elmma. Tis ever thus : 

And the unqoiet and foreboding sense 
That thus 'twill ever be, doth Unk itself 
Darkly with all deep loye !— He died? 

Hernandez. Not so ! 

—Death ! Death !— WInr, earth should be a paradise, 
To make that name so Karful : — Had he died, 
With his younff fame about him for a shroud, 
I had not learnM the might of agony. 
To brinff proud natures low i — ^No ! he fell off— 
—Why do I teU thee this ?— What right hast thou 
To learn how pass d the glory from my house ? 
Tet listen ! — He forsook me '. — He, tliat was 
As mine own soul, forsook me !— trampled o'er 
The ashes of his sires !— Ay, leagued himself 
£'en with the infidel, the ^urse of Spain, 
And, fur the dark eye of a Moorish luaid. 
Abjured his faith, his God !— Now, talk of death ! 

Elmina. Oh ! I can pity thee 

Hernandez, There's more to hear. 
I braced the corslet o'er my hearts deep wound) 
And cast my troubled spirit on the tide 
Of war and high events^ whose stormy wares 
Mig^t bear it up from sinking ; 

Elmina. And ye met 

No more ? 

Hernandez. Be still !— We did !— we met once more. 
God had his own high purpose to fulfil. 
Or think'st thou that the sun in his bright heaTeu 
Had look'd upon such things ? — We met once more. 
—That was an hour to leave its lightning-mark 
Sear*d upon brain and bosom ! — ^there had been 
Combat on Ebro*s banks, and when the day 
Sank in red clouds^ it faded from a field 
Still held by Moorish lances. Night closed round, 
A night of sultry darkness, in the shadow 
Of whose broad wing, ev'en unto death I strove 
Long with a turban'd champion ; but my sword 
Was heavy with God's vengeance— and prevail'd. 
He fell— my heart exulted— and I stood 
In gloomy triumph o'er him — Nature gave 
No sign of honor, for 'twas Heaven's decree ! 
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He. strove to apeak— 4Nit I bad done the work 

Ot wrath too well— yet in his last deep moan 

A dreadful something of familiar sound 

Came o'er my shuddering sense.— The moon look'd forth, 

And I beheht— speak not ! — Hwas he — ^my son ! 

Idy boy lay dying there ! He raised one glance, 

And knew me— for he sought with feeble hand 

To cover his glazed eyes. A darker veil 

Sank o'er them soon. — ^I will not have thy look 

Fix*d on me thus ! — Away ! 

ElnUna. Thou hast seen this, 

Thou hast done this — and yet thou liv'st ? 

Hernandez. I live ! 

And know'st thou wherefore ? — On my soul there f eU 
A horror of great darkness,' which shut out 
All earth, and heaven, and hope. I cast away 
The spear and helm, and made the cloister's shade 
The home of my despair. But a deep voice 
Came to me through the eloom, and sent its tones 
Far through my bosom's depths. And I awoke. 
Ay, as the mountain cedar doth shake off 
Its weight of wintry snow, e'en so I shook 
Despondence from my soul, and knew myself 
8eal'd by that blood wherewith my hands were dyed, 
And set apart, and fearfully mark'd out 
Unto a mighty task !— To rouse the soul 
Of Spain, as from the dead ; and to lift op 
The cross, her sign of victory, on the hiiis, 
Gathering her sons to battle ! — And my voice 
Must be as freedom's trumpet on the winds, 
From Roncesvalles to the blue sea-waves 
Where Caipe looks on Afric ; till the land 
Have filled her cup of vengeance !— Ask me notu 
To jrield the Christian city, that its fanes 
May rear the minaret in the face of heaven ! 
—But death shall have a bloodier vintage-feast 
£re that day come ! 

JElmina* I ask thee this no more, 

For I am hopeless now— But yet one boon- 
Hear roe, by all thy woes .'—Thy voice hath power 
Through the wide city— here I cannot rest : — 
Aid me to pass the gi^ ! 

Hernandez, And wherefore ? 

Elmina. Thou, 

Thattoerf a father, 9»d art now— alone ! 
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Cawt thou ask 'wlierefore ?*— Adc the wretch whose sands 

Have not an hour to ran, whose failing limbs 

Have bat one earthly journey to perform, 

Why, on his pathway to the place of death. 

Ay, when the very axe is glistening cold 

Upon his dizzy sight, his pale, parch^ lip 

Implores a cop of water ?— Why, the stroke 
^ Which trembles o*er him in itself shall bring 
' Oblivion of all wants, yet who denies 

Natare*s last prayer 1^1 tell thee that the thirst 

Which boms my spirit op is agony 

To be endnred no more !— And I mmt look 

Upon my children's Ctces, I most hear 

Their voices, ere they perish !~Bat hath Heaven 

Decreed that they mtisl perish ?— Who shall say 

If in yon Moslem camp there beats no heart 

Which prayers and tears may melt ? 
Hemandex. There !— with the Moor ! 

Let him fill op the measure of his guilt I 

.^JTiM madness all !— How wonldst thou pass th^ array 

Of armed foes? 

ElmituL Oh S free doth sorrow pass, 

Free and onquestion^d, throngh a suffering world !2 

Hernandez, This must not be. Enough of wo is laid 
E'en now, upon thy lord's heroic souL 
For man to bear, unnnking. Press thou not 
Too heavily th> o'erborthen'd heart. — Away ! 
Bow down the knee, and send thy prayers for strength 
Up to Heaven's gate.— Farewell f [Exit Hernandez. 

Elndna. Are all men thus 7 

—Why, wert not better they should fiOl e'en now 
Than live to shut their hearts, in haughty scorn, 
Against the su£ferer's pleadings 7 — But no, no ! 
Who can be like thie man, that slew his son, 
Yet wears his life still proudly, and a soul 
Untamed upon his brow 7 (4fler a patue. > 
There's one, whose arms 
Have home my children in their infancy. 
And on whose knees they sported, and whose hand 
Hath led than oft— « vassal of their sire's : 
And I will seek him : he may lend me aid, 
When all beside pass on. 

DIRGE HEARD WITHOUT. 



Thou to thy rest art gone, 
High heart ! and what are we, 



joogle 
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Wliile o*cr our hMidi the atomi sweeps ob, 
That we AaoMi mourn fi>r tfcee ? 

Free grave and peaceful bier 
To the buried son of Spain ! 
To those that lire, the lance md spear, 
And well if not the chain ! 

Be tkeir$ to fTeep the dead 
As they sit beneath their Tines, 
Whose flowery land hath borne tto bread 
Of spoilers o%r its shrines ! 

ThoQ hast thrown off the load 
Which we most yet sustain, 
And pour our blood where tfdne hath flow'd 
Too blest if not in vain ! 

We giro thee holy rite, 
Slow knell, and dbannted strain ! 
— fte those that fall to-morrow night 
May be left BO funeral-train, 

^ain, when trumpets wake. 
We most brace our annoiir on ; 
Bat a deeper note thy sleep mnst break-— 
—Thou totiiy rest art gone ! 

Happier in this than all 
That, now thy race is ran, 
Upon thy name no stain may roll, 
Thy work hath weU been d^e. 

Ekidna. "Thy work hath well been done!" so thou 
maystrest! 
—There is a solemn lessen in those words- 
Bat now I may not paose. [ExU Elmiha. 

Seene-^A Strut in the City, 
Hbbnandbz, Gonzalez. 
H§rnanie», Wookl they not hear ? 

Banzaitz. They hear^ as one that stands 



»died 

Witiiin them !— We must perish, not as those 
That fiOl when battle's voice doth shake the hills. 
And peal through Heaven's ^reat arch, bat silently, 
And with a wastinc of the spirit down, 
A qoen^dng, day by day, or some bright spark, 
4 
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WUch lit OS on oof toils ! — Reproach me not ; 
My spul is daiken'd with a heavy ciond^ 
—Yet fear not 1 shall yield ! . 

Hernandez. Breathe not the word, 

Saye in proud scorn : — Each bitter day, o'erpass^d 
By slow endurance, is a triumph won 
For Spain's red cross. And be of trusting heart ! 
A few brief hours, and those that tum'd away 
In cold despondence, shrinking from your voice^ 
May crowd around their leader, and demand 
To be array'd for battle. We must watch . 
For the swift inlpulse, and await its time, 
As the bark waits the ocean's. You have chosen 
To kindle up their souls, an hour, perchance, 
When they were weary ; They had cast aside 
Their arms to slumber ; or a knell, just then 
With its deep hollow tone, had made the blood 
Creep shuddering through their veins ; or they had caught 
A glimpse of some new meteor, and shaped forth 
Strange omens from its blaze. 

Gonzalez. Alas! the cause 

lies deeper in their misery !-^I have seen, 
In my night's course through this beTeaguer'd city, ' 
Things, whose remembrance doth not pass away 
As vapours from the mountains. — There were some. 
That sat beside their dead, with eyes, wherein 
, Grief had ta*en place of sight, and shut out all 
But its own ghastly object. To my voice 
Some answerd with a fierce and bitter laugh. 
As men whose agonies were made to pass 
The bounds of si^erance, by some reckless word, 
Dropt from the light of spirit. — Others lay — 
—Why should I tell thee, father i how despair 
Can bring the lofty brow of manhood down 
Unto the very dust ?— And yet for this. 
Fear not that I embrace my doom— On God ! 
That 'twere my doom alone ! — with less of fix'd 
And solemn fortitude. — Lead on, prepare 
The holiest rites of faith, that I by them 
Once more may consecrate my sword, my life, 
— But what are these ?— Who hath not dearer lives 
Twined with his own ? — I shall be lonely soon — 
Childless * — Heaven wills it so. Let us begone. 
Perchance before the shrine my h^art may I^at 
With a le99 troubled motion. 

[Exeunt Gonzalez and Hgrkanpek. 
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Scene—A tent in the Mooriah Camp, 

Abdullah, Alphonso, Carlos. 

Abdullah. These are bold words : tmt hast tlioa look'd 
on death, 
IPair stripliog ?— On thy cheek and sunny brow 
Searee fifteen sommers of their laughing course 
Have left light traces. If thy shaft hath pierced 
The Ibex of the mountains, if thy step 
Hath dimb'd some eagle's nest, and tnon hast made 
fib nest thy spoil, 'tis mach • — ^And fear'st thoa not 
The leader of the mighty ? 

Alphanso. I hare bees 

Bear'd among fead^M men, and 'midst the rocks 
Aad the wild hills, whereon my fathers fought 
And won their battles. There are glorious talea 
Told of their deeds, and I hare leam'd them alL 
How should I fear thee, Moor ? 

AbduUah. So, thou hast seen 

^^ where the combat's roar hath died away 
Into Cbe whispering breeze, and where wild flowers 
Bloom o'er forgotten myrtB l-<-Bat koow'st thoa an|^t 
Of those, where sword from crossing sword strikes Ire^ 
And leaders are bocne down, and mshing steeds 
Trample the life from oat the mighty hearts 
That raled the storm so late ?~8peak not of death. 
Till thoa hast looked on sach. 

Alphoneo, I was not bom 

A shepherd's son, to dwell with pipe and crook, 
And peasant-men, amidst the lowly vaJes j 
Instead of ringins clarions, and bright spears, 
And crested luiights !— I am of princely race, 
And, if my father would have heard my suit, 
I tell thee,' infidel ! that long ere now, 
I should have seen how lances meet : and swords 
Do the field's work. 

Abdullah, Boy ! know'st thou there are tights 

A thousand times more fearful ? — Men may die 
Full proudly, when the skies and mountains ring 
ToJbattle-h(nt& and tecbir.* — But not all 
So pass away in glory. There are those, 
'Midst the dead suence of pale multitudes. 
Led forth in fetters— dost thou mark me, boy ? 
To take their last look of th* all gladdening son, 



* Trc»»r, the war-cry of the Moors and A^bs. , 
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And bow, perchance, the atately head of youth, 
Unto the death of shame ! — Hadat thou seen ' 



Alphtmto {to Carlot.) Sweet brother, God is with 
fear then not ! 
We hare had heroes for our 8ire»— this man 
Shoold not behold as tremUe. 

Abdullah. There are means 

To tame the loftiest natnres. Tet aeain, 
I ask thee, wilt thon. from beneath toe walls, 
Sae to thy sire for life ; or wonldst thoa die, 
With this, thy brother ? 

AlpJumao. Moslem ! on the hills. 

Around my fathei^s castle, I haye heard 
The mountain^peasants, as they dress'd the Tipes, 
Or droTe the goats, by roek and torrent, home. 
Singing their ancient songs ; and these were all 
Of uie Cid Campeador ; and how hu swoid 
Tizona^ dear'd its wajr through tiirban*d hosts, 
And captured Afric's kings, and how be won 
Valencia from the Moor.4— I will not shame 

The blood we draw from himi 

{A Moori$h Soldier enten.) 

S<ddier. Videneia'alord 

Sends messengen, ny diief. 
Abdullaki Conduct them hither, 

{The Soldier goee ouX^ and re-enters with Elmina^ 
diigtUeed, and an Attendant,] 

Cofloe {epringint^ forward to the Attendant.) Oh! take 
me hence Diego ! take me hence 
With thee, that I may see my mother's lace 
At morning, when I wake. Here dark-brow^d men 
Frown strangely, with their cruel eyes,*aponus. 
Take me with thee, for thou art good aind kind, 
And well I know thou loy*st me, my Diego ! 

Abdullah. Peace, boy !— What tidings, Christian, from 
thy lord? 
fehe gr^n humbler, doth he set the (iyes 
^theseridr nurslings at a city's worth ? 

Alphonto {rushing forward impatienUy.) Say not, he 
doth '.—Yet wherefore art thou here ? 
If it be so— I could weep with burning tears 
For yery shame !— If this can be, return ! 
Tell him, of all his wealth, his battle««>oilf , 
I wiU but ask a war-horse and a sxrm, 
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And tkat beside him in Uw Boantam-cliaM, 
Jlnd ia his halls and at his stately feasts, 
BAj place shall be no more ! — but no !— 4 wrong, 
1 wrong my father !»-Moor ! believe it not ! 
Ke is a champion of the cross and Spain. 
Sprang from the Cid ; — and I too, I can die 
Jis a warrior's high-bom child ! 

Elmina. Ahu! Alas! 

And wooldst thon die, thus eariy die, fiur boy 7 
'What hath life done to thee, that thoa shooldst cast 
Its flower away, in very scorn of heart, 
£re yet the bught be come ? 

Alphonso. That voice doth soond— — 

Abdullah. Stranger, who art thoa?— this is moekeiy! 
speak ! 

Elmina {throwing off a mantle and helmeif and cm- 
bracing her son$,) My boys ! whom I have reaTd throogfa 
many hours 
;Of silent joys and sorrows, and deep thoughts 
tTntold and onimagined ; let me die 
With yon, now I have held yoo to my heurt. 
And seen once more the faces, in whose light. 
My sonl hath lived for years : . 

Carlos. Sweet mother ! now 

Thoa shalt not leave us more. 

Abdullah. Enoogh of this ! 

Woman i wh^t seek'st thon here !— How hast thoa dared 
To Iront the mighty thus amidst his hosts ? 

JSlndna. Think'st thoa there dwells no coorage bat in 
breasts 
That set their mail against the ringing spears. 
When hebnets are struck down ?•— Thon little know*st 
Of nature's marvels !~Chief ! my heart is nerved 
To make its way throagh thinss which warrior^men, 
«-Ay, they that master death by field or flood, 
Woald look on, ere they braved !~I have no thongfat, 
No sense of fear !-~Thon'rt mighty ! bat a soal 
Woand ap like mine is mightier, m the power 
Of that one feeling, pour'd throagh all its depths, 
Than monarehs witn their hosts ! — Am I not come 
To die with these, my children ? 

Abdullah. Doth thy faith 

Bid thee do this, fond Christian I—Haft thoa not 
The means to save them? 

4 2 ^' 
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EJmna, I faaTe pnyen, and tesn, 

And agonies !— and he — my Ood— the God 
Whose hand, or soon orkte, doth find its hoar 
To bow the crested head— hath made these things 
Most powerfol in a world where all most lean 
That one deep langnaee, br the storm call'd forth 
From the bnused reeds ofearth !~For thee, perchance, 
Affliction's chastening lesson hath not yet 
Been laid upon thy h^rt, and thon may'st love 
To see the creatores, by its might brought low, 
Humbled before thee. [She throws herself at hie feet. 

Conqueror ! I can kneel ! 
L that drew birth from pnnces, bow myself 
E'en to thy feet ! Call in thy chiefs, thy alayes 
If this will swell thy triumph, to behold 
The blood of kings, of heroes, thus abased ! 
Po this, but ^are my sons ! 

Alphento {aUempUng to rmee her.) Thon shookbt not 
kneel 
Unto this infidel !— Rise, rise, my mother ! 
This sight doth shame our house ! 

Abdullah. Thon daring boy ! 

They that in arms hare tai^t thy father's land 
How chains are worn, shdf school that haughty mien 
Unto another language. 

Elndna, Peace, my son ! 

Hare pity on my heart !— Oh. pardon. Chief! 
He is of noble blood !— Hear, hear me yet ! 
Are there no Utcs through which the shafts of Hearen 
May reach your soul ?— He that lores aught on earth, 
Dares far too much, if he be merciless ! 
Mltfor those, whose frail mortality 
SSbIi one day strive alone with God and deatb 
^o shut their souls against th' appealing Toice 
Of nature in her anguish ?— Warrior ! Stan ! 
To you too, ay, and haply with your hosts, 
*^ thousands and ten thousands marshall'd r 

stronsr armour on. shall come thf. 

your high heart 
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By thousands and ten thousands marshall'd round. 
And your strong armour on, shall come that stroke 
Which the lance wards not t— Where shall your higt 
Find refuge then, if in the day of might 
Wo hath lain prostrate, bleedmg at your feet, 
And you hare pitied not ? 

Abdullah. These are vain words. 

Elmina. Hare you no children ? fear yon not to bring 
Tl|| lightning on their heads ?«-In your own land 
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Dofk DO fisnd mother, from the tents, beaeath 

Tour oatiTe ptlmi, look o^er the deiertt out. 

To greet yomr honieward itep ?-~Tou have not 3ret 

Forrot •• utterly her petieat lore-^ 

— ^For is not woman*!, in aU olimcs, the tame ?-» 

That yon shoold acorn my prayer !— Oh Hea?«n ! hit eye 

Doth wear no mercy ! 

Abdullah, Then It mocks you not 

I hare swept o'er the moontains of yoor land, 
licaring my traces, as the visitings 
Of stonns, upon tluem !— Shall I now be stay*d ! 
Know, onto me it were as lisfat a thine. 
In this, my coarse, to quench yonr chndren'sUves^ 
As, jonmeyinff through a forest, to break off 
ThcTooni^ wUd branches that obstruct the way 
With their green sprays and leaves. 

Elmna. Are there sneh hearts 

Among thy works, oh God ? 

AhdnMah, Kneel not to me. 

Kneel to yoor lord ! on his resolves doth hang 
His children's doom. He may be lightly won 
By a few bursts of passionate tears imd words. 

Elmina {riHng indignantly,) 
Speak not of noble men !— he bears a soul 
Stronger than \07t or death. 

Alphonso {with exultation. ) I knew 'twas thos ! 

He could not fail! 

Ehdna. There is no mercy, none, 

On this oold earth !— To strive with such a world. 
Hearts should be void of love !— We will go hence, 
My children ! we are summoned. Lay your heads, 
In their young radiant bean^r, once again 
To rest upon this bosom. He that dwells 
Beyond tne douds which press us darkly round, 
WiU yet have pity, and before his face 
We three will ttaiid together ! Moslem I now 
Let the stroke tall at once ! 

Abdullah. 'Tis thine own will. 

These m^ht e'en yet be spared. 

Ebmna. T^on wilt n^t spare ! 

And he beneath whose eye their chiidhoodgrew, 
And in whose paths they sported, and whose ear 
FVom their mt lisping aeceiKs caught the soiiud 
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Of that word— JVi<Ar--once a name of lore- 
Is Men shall cai him steMlfMt, 

Abdullah, Hath the blait 

Of sadden trumpets n^'er at dead of night, 
When the land's watchers fear'd no hostile step, 
Staitled the slambercrs from their dreamy world, 
In cities, whose heruic lords have been 
Steadfast as thine ? 

Elndna, There's meaning in thine eye, 

More than thy words. 

Abdullah {pointing to the city. ) Look to yon towers and 
walls ! 
Think yon no hearts within, their limits pine, 
Weary of hopeless warfare, and prepared 
To burst the feeble links which bind them still 
Unto endurance 1 

Elndna, Thou haat said too well. 

But what of this? 

Abdullah, Then there are those, to whom 

The Prophefs armies not as foes would pass 
Your gates, but as delirerers. Might they not. 
In some still hour, when weariness takes rest, 
Be won to welcome us ?— Your children's steps 
May yet bound lightly through their father^ halls ! 

AlphoMO {indignantly, ) Thou treacherous Moor ! 

Elmina, Let me not thus be tried 

Beyond all strength, oh Heayen! 

Abdullah, Now, tis for <A£«, 

Thou Christian mother ! on thy sons to pass 
The sentence— life or death !— the price is set , 
On their young blood, and rests within thy hand/s. 

Alphonso, Mother ! thou tremUest ! 

Abdullah. Hath thy heart resolved ? 

Elmina {covering her face ioith her hands, ) 
My boy's proud eye is on me, fmd the things 
Which rusn, in stormy darkness, through my soul, 
Shrink from his glance. I cannot answer here, 

Abdullah, Come forth. We'll commone elsewhere. 

Carloe {to his mother,) Wilt thoit go ? 

Oh ! let me follow thee ! 

Elmina, Mine own fair child ! 

—-Now that thine eyes hare pour*d onee more on mine 
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The light of tiMir TWmg tmile, and thj «weet rolce 
H*tii MBt its ceBue miuie throu^ my foul, 
And I hare fen iha twining c^ ^ine ann»— 
— ^How f hall I leare thee f 

Abdullah. Leave him, as 'twere but 

For a brief slumber, to behold his face 
At morning, with the sun's. 

AlphofMO, Thoo hast BO look 

Fckr me, my mother ! 

Ebmna. Oh ! that I should live 

To say, I dare not look on thee !— Farewell, 
My first bom, fare thee well ! 

AlphoMO. Tet, yet beware *. 

It were a grief more heavy on thy ^ol, 
That I should blush for thee, than o'er my grave 
That thou shouldst proudly weep > 

Abdullah. Away ! we trifle here. Ths night wues ftut 
Come forth • 

EUnina, One more embrace ! My sons farewell ! 

[Exeuid ABDULLAH voUh ELMiNA onahtT MtnAant, 
Alphomo. Hear me yet once, my mother 1 

Art thou gonef 
But one word more ! \He rushes out, followed by O AEIOS. 

'Scme^The Garden qf a Paiace in Valencia, 

XlMBKA, TRERBSA. 

Theresa. Stay yet awhile. A purer air doth rove 
Here through the myrtles whispering, and the limes. 
And shaking sweetness from the orange boughs. 
Than waits yon in the city. 

Ximena. There are those 

la their last need, and on their bed of death, 
At which no hand doth minister but mine. 
That wait me in the city. Let us hence. 

Theresa, Ton have been wdnt to love the music made 
By founts, and rustling foliage, and soft winds, 
Breathing of citron-groves. And will you turn 
From these f o scenes of death t 

Ximena, To me the voice 

Of summer, whispering through young flowers and leavM> 
Now speaks too deep a laaguare f and of all 
hi dreamy and mysterious maodies, 
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The breathing soul is sadnets ! — ^I haye felt 
That snmmoiis through my spirit, after which 
The hoes of earth are changed, and all her sounds 
Seem fraught with secret warnings.— There is cause 
That I should bend my footsteps to the scenes 
Where death is busy, taming warrior-hearts, 
And pouring winter through the fiery blood, 
And fettering the strong arm !— For now no sigh 
In the dull air, nor floating cloud in heaven, 
No, not the lightest murmur of a leaf. 
But of his angel's silent coming bears 
Some token to my souL — But naueht of this 
Unto my mother 1— These are awral hours ! 
And on their heavy steps, afflictions crowd 
With such dark pressure, there is left no room 
For one grief more. 

Theresa. Sweet lady, talk not thus ! 

Tour eye this mom doth wear a calmer light, 
There's more of life in its clear tremulous ray 
Than I have mark'd of late. Nay, go not yet ; 
Rest by this fountain, where the laurels dip 
Their elossy leaves. A fresher nde doth swing 
From me transparent waters, dadiing round 
Their silvery spray, with a sweet voice of coolness, 
O'er the pale glistening marble. 'Twill call up 
Faint bloom, if but a moment's, to your cheek. 
Rest here, ere you go forth, and 1 will sing 
Tha melody you love. 

THERESA Hnge. 

Why is the Spanish maiden's grave 
So far from her own bright land ? 

The sunny flowers that o'er it wave 
Were sown by no kindred hand. 

vTis not the oranre-bongh that sends 

Its breath on me sultry air. 
>Tis not the myrtle-stem that bends 
To the breeze of evening there ! 

But the Rose of Sharon's eastern bloom 

By the silent dwelling fades. 
And none but strangers pass the tomb 

Which the Palm of Judah shades. 

The lowly cross, with flowers o'ergrown, 
Marks well that place of rest ; 

But who hath graved, on its mossy stone, 
A sword; a helm; a crest 1 
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Xiiese are the trophies of a chief, 

A lord of the axe and spear I 
— Some Uossom plucked, some faded leaf, 

Should grace a maiden's bier ! 

Scorn not her tomb— deny not her 

The honours of the brave ! 
O'er that forsaken sepnlchre, 

Banner and plnme might ware. 

She bomd the steel, in battle tried, 

Her fearless heart above, 
And stood with brave men^ side by side, 

In the strength and faith of love ! 

That strength prevail'd— that faith was blessM : 

Tme was the javelin thrown, 
Tet piercied it not her warrior's breast, 

8m met it with her own • 

And nobly won, where heroes fell 

In arms for the holy shrine, 
A death which saved what she loved so well, 

And a grave in Palestine. 

Then let the Rose of Sharon spread 

Its breast to the glowing air. 
And the Palm of Jndah lift ito head. 

Green and immortal there ! 

And let yon grar stone, nndefaced. 

With its ^^°J m*» the scene, 
Telling the pilgnm of the waste, 

Where Love and Death have oeen. 

Ximena, Those notes were wont to make my heart beat 
qoick^ 
As at a voice of victory ; but to-day 
The spirit of the song is changed, and seems 
AUnMramfol. Oh! that ere my eariy grave 
Shots ont the sunbeam, I o^ght hear one peal 
Of the Castilian trampet, ringing forth 
Beneath my father's banner !— In that sonnd 
Were life to you, sweet brothers ! — But for me — 
Come on — our tasks await us. They who know 
Their hours are numbered out, have uttle time 
To give the vague and slumberous languor way, 
Which doth steal o'er them in the breath of flowers, 
And whisper of soft winds. 
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Elmina enters hurriedlg. 

Ehnina. This air wHl ealm mr q>irit, ere^et I mtiti 
BU eje, which most be met. — ^Tfaou here, Xuneiia ! 

[She Harte back on seeing Xiiieka% 

Ximena, Alas! my mother: U that huirying st^ 
And troubled glanee I re«d-<^ 

Mlmina {wOdlv. ) Thou read'st it nol ! 

Why, who would liye, if onto mortal e^e 
The atdan lay glaring, which within our hearts 
We treasure np for God's ?— ^Thoa read'st it not ! 
I say, thon canst not ! — ^There's not one on earth 
fiUball know the tiionghts, which for themselTCs have made 
And kept dark places in the rery breast 
Whereon he hath laid his shimber, till the how 
When the graves open ! 

Ximena. Mother! whatisthis? 

Alas ! your eye is wandering, and yoor eheek 
Flosh'o, as with fever ! To yoor woes the night 
Bath bronght no rest. 

^Mfio. Rest !— who should rest ?— not he 

That holds one earthly bleising to his heart 
Keaier than life !— No ! if this world have ang^t 
Of bright or precious, let not him who caUs 
Sach things lus own, take rest !— Dark spirits keep watch. 
And they to whom rair honoor. chivalrous fame, 
Weie as heaven's air, the vital element 
Wherein they breathed, may wake, and find their souls 
Made marks for human scoin !— Will they bear on 
With life struck doum, and thus disrobed of all 
Its dorious drapery ?— Who ahaU tett OS this ? 
-.WmAsiobearitr 

Ximena. Mother! let us kneeL 

And biMMloor hearts inprayer!— What else is left 
To mortals when the daric hour's might is on them? 
—Leave us, Theresa.— Grief like tlus doth find 
Its balm in soUtode. [Exit TttEBESA- 

Mymother! p^nct 
Is he«ven*ft benignant answer to the ciy 
Of wounded spints. Wilt thou kneel with me? 

Elmina, Away ! tis but for souls nnstain'd to wear 
Heaven's tranquil image on their depths.— The stream 
Of my darkthoogfats, all broken by the storm, 
Reflects but clouSi and li^tnings !— Didst thou speak 
Of neaee ?— »tls fled from earST— but there » jojr ! 
wdSTSoiftled joy !— And Who shaB hwwr, my child ! 
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It w not h^pmness ?— Why, our own hearts 
VVili keep the secret dose !~HJoy, joy * if but 
To leave this desolate city, with its dnll 
^w knells and dirges, and to breathe again 
Th' untainted mountain-air !— But bus?? the trees. 
The flowers, the waters, must hear naught of this • 
They m full of Toices, and will whisper thm<ni 
—We'll speak of it no more. ** 

Ximena, Oh! pitying Heaven i 

This grief doth shake her reason \ 

,»^'"»t«« («««^««g;). Hark ! a step ! 

'TIS— 'tis thy father's— come away— not now— 
He must not see us now ! 

Ximena. Why should this be 7 

Gonzalez enters, and detains Elmjna. 

E'^^'llffh.^'^^r*! *^'5^?**" "'*"" me?-Have we not, 

Jji'en from the hopeful and the sunny time 

When youth was as a glory round our brows, 

HM on through hfe together ?— And is this. 

When ere is gathering round us, with the gloom 

Of stormy clouds, a f mie to part oiv steps 

Upon the darkening wild ? 

Elndna {coldly). There needs not this. 

Why shonldst thon think I shtinn'd thee ? 

Qatixalez, Should the loye 

That shone o'er many years, th' unfading loye^ 
Whose only change bath been from gladdening smiles 
To mingling sorrows and sustaining strength. 
Thus lightly be forgotten? 

Elmina, Speak'st <Aou thus ? 

—I have knelt before thee with that very plea, 
When it avail'd me not?— But there are things 
Whose very breathings on the soul erase 
All record of past love, save the chill sense, 
Th' unquiet memory of its wasted faith, 
And vain devotcdaess ! — Ay ! they that fix 
Affections perfect trust on aught or earth, 
Have many a dream to start from ! 

Gonzalez, This is but 

The wildness and the bitterness of grief. 
Ere yet th' unsettled heart hath closed its long 
Impatient conflicts with a mightier power, 
Which makes alt conflict vain. 
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——Hark! wm there sot 
A found of distaMt trtuo^ets, far beyood 
The Moorish tents, and of another totte 
Than th' Afric horo^ Ximenal 

Ximena, Oh, my father ! 

I kpow that horn too welL — 'Tis but the wind, 
Whieh, with a sadden rising, bears its deep 
And savage war-note from us, wafting it 
O'er the lur hiOs. 

Gonzalez, Alas I this wo must be i 

I do but shake my spirit from its height 
So startling it with no^ I — Bat the dread hoar 
Shall be met bravely still. I can keep down 
Yet for a little while— and Heaven will ask 
No more — the passionate workings of my heart ; 
^And thiae— £lmina 7 

^Imina. 'Tis— I am prepared. 

I havt prepared for all. 

Chnzalez, Ob, well I knew 

Thoo wouldst not fail me !— >Not in vain mj soul, 
Upon thy faith and courage, bath built up 
Unshaken trust. 

Elndna {wildly). Away !— thou knaw*tt me not ( 

Man dares too far, his rashness woold invest 
This oar mortality with an attribute 
Too high and awful, boasting that he knows 
One human heart ! 

Gonzalez, These are wild words, but yet 
I will not doubt thee I — Hast thou not been found 
Noble in all things, pourinic thy seal's light 
Undimm'd o'er every trial ? — And, as our fates, 
So must our naases be, undivided !— Thine, 
I' th* record of a warrior's life, shall find 
Its place of stainless honoor. — By hia side 

Elmina. May this be borne ? — ^How much of agooj 
flath the heart room for ? — Speak to me in wrath — 
I can endure it !— But no gentle words I 
No words of love ! no praise ! — ^Thy sword might slay^ 
And be more merciful ! 

Gonzalez. Wherefore art thou thus ? 

Elmina, my belored ! 

Elmina. No more of love i 

-^Harc I not said there's that witiua my heart. 
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WhereoB it falls as Hvioff trt would laU ^ 
Upon an uncloted wound ? 

GoHxalez, Nay, lift thine eyes 

That I may read their meaning ! 

JElmuuu Never more 

With a free soni— What have I said 7— 'twas nanght ! 
Take thoa no heed ! The words of wretchedness 
Admit not scrutiny. Wouldst thoo mark the speech 
Of tronbled dreams ? 

OonzaUz, I hare seen thee in the hour 

Of thy deep spirit's joy, and when the breath 
Of grief hang chiHing roond thee j in all change, 
Bright health and drooping sickness : hope anafear ; 
Tomh and decline ; foot ne?er yet, £lmina, 
yNe'er hath thine tje till now shrunk back pertvb'd 
With shame, or dread, from mine ! 

Elndna. Thy glance doth search 

A woonded heaM^tOo deeply. 

Oonzalex. Vast thoo there 

Aoght to conceal ? 

Ehmna, Who hsfth not ? 

Gonzalez. Till this hoar 

Tkou nerer hadst 1— Tet hear tne !— by the free 
And onattainted ftune which wraps the dust 
Of thine heroic lothei^B 

Elmina. This to me ! 

— ^Briag yoor inspiring war-notes, and yoor soouds 
Of festal music rouid a ^ing man ! 
Will his heart echo them ?— But if thy Words 
Were spells, to call op, with eaok lol^ tone. 
The graTe'smost awful spirits, Uiey would stand 
Poworless, bdiore my anj^iish ! 

Gonzalez. Then, by her, 
Who there looks on thee in the purity 
Of her devoted youth, and o'er whose name 
No blight must fall, and whose pale cheek must ne'er 
Bum with that deeper tinge, caught painAilIy 
Vrom the quick feeling ofaishonour. — Speak ! 
Unfold this mystery !— By thy sons 

Elmhuu My eens ! 

And canst thou name them ? 

Gmixalez. Proudly !— Better far 

They died with sdl the promise of their youth, 
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And the fair honour of their house upon them, 
Than that with manhood's higrh and passionate soul 
To fearfnl strengdi unfolded, tney shonld Uvt, 
Barr'd from the lists of crested chiraby, 
And pining, in the silence of a wo. 
Which from the heart shats daylijrht ; — o'er the shame 
Of those who gave them birth i— Bat thou coaldst ne'er 
Forget their lofty claims { 

Elndna (wildly), 'Twas bot for them I 

'Twas for tnem only ! — Who shall dare arraign 
Madness of crime /—And he who made as, knows 
There are dark moments of all hearts and lives, 
Which bear down reason ! 

Gonzalez, Thoa, whom I have loved 
With sach high trost, as o'er oor nature threw 
A glory, scarce allow'd ; — ^what hast thou done ? . 
^Ximena, go thou hence ! 

Elmina, No, no ! my child ! 

There's pity in thy look !— All other eyes 
Are full of wrath and scorn !— Oh ! leave me not \ 

GonzaUz. That I shonld live to see thee thus abated I 
— Tet speak ?— What hast thon done ? 

Elmina. hook to the gate ! 

Thou 'rt worn with toil— hot take no rest to-night ! 
The western gate ! — ^Its watchers have been won — 
The Christian city hath been bought and sold ! 
They will ailmit the Moor ! 

Gonzalez, They have been won I 

nrave men and tried so long I—Whose work was this ? 

Elmina. Think'st thon all hearts like thine ?— Can mothers 
stand 
To see their children perish ? 

Gonzalez, Then the guilt 

Was thine ? 

Elmina, — Shall mortal dare to call it guilt ? 

1 tell thee, Heaven, which made all holy things. 
Made naught more holy than the boundless love 
Which filk a mother's heart !— I say, 'tis wo 
Enough, with such an achins tenderness, 
To love anght earthly ! — and in vain ! in vain ! 
—We are press'd down too sorely ! 

Chmzalez {in a low deeponding voice^. Now my life 
Jk struck to worthless ashes !— In my soul 
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Soapicicm hkih ta'en root The noUesess 
Henceforth ie blotted from d) hnnuui hrowf , 
And fearfal power, a daik and troublous gift, 
Almost like prophecy, is ])Oiir'd upon me. 
To read the guilty secrets in each eye 
That once look'd bright with troth ! 

— Why then I have gain'd 
What men call wisdom ! — A new sense, to which 
AU tales that speak of high fidelity, 
And holr courage, and proud honour, tried, 
Search'a, and found steadfast, even to martyrdom, 
Are food for mockery ! — ^Why should I not cast 
From my thinnM locks the wearing helm at once, 
And in the heavy sickness of my soul 
Throw the sword down for ever?— Is there aught 
In all this world of gilded hoUowness, 
Now the bright hues drop off its loveliest things, 
Worth striving for again ? 

Ximena, Father! lookup! 

Turn unto me, thy child ? 

€hmzaiez. Thy face is fair ; 

And hath been unto me, in other days. 
At morning to the ioumeyer of the deep ; 
But now— ?tis too like hers! 

Elmina {falHng at hUfeet), Wo, shame and wo 
Are on me in their might !— lorgive, forgive ! 

GonzaUz {starting up). Doth the Moor deem that J have 
part or ah«re. 
Or counsel in this yileneas ?--Stay me iiot ! 
Let go thy hold — ^*tiiB poweriess on me now— 
I linger here, while treason is at work ! [Exit Gonzalez. 

JBMna, XiawiBa, dost tkou scorn me ? 

Ximena, I have found 

In mine own heart too mnch df feebleness, 
Hid, beneath many foldingSL from all eyes 
But Ma whom naught can Mind ;— to dare do aught 
But pi^ thee, dear aootbir ! 

Elmina. Blessings light 

On thy lair head, my gentle child, for thb ! 
Thou kind and merciful !— My soul is faint- 
Worn with long strife !— Is there ai^t else to do. 
Or suffer, ttt we die?— Oh Qod ! my sons ! 
—I have betr^M tbem !— AU their umoc^t blood 
I^ on my soul! 
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Xmena. How ahall I comfort thee ? 

•—Oh ! hark ! what sounds come deepeniog on the wind, 
So full of solemn hope ! 

(A procession of Nuns passes across the Scene, bearing 
relics, and chanting,) 

Chant. A sword is on the land ! 
He that bears down vonng tree and glorious flower, 
Death is gone forth, he walks the wind in power ! 

— Where is the warrior's hand ? 
Our steps are in the shadows of the grare, 
Hear as, we ^^rish ! JPather, hear, and sare ! 

If, in the days of song. 
The days of eladness, we have cali'd on thee, 
When mirthml voices rang from sea to sea, 

And joyous hearts were strong ; 
Now, that alike the feeble and the brave 
Must cry, " We perish !" — ^Father! hear, and save I 

The days of song are fled I 
The winds come loaded, wuling dirge-notes by. 
But they that linger soon nnmoum'd must die ; 

— The dead weep not the dead ! 
— ^Wilt thou forsake us 'midst the stormy wave ? 
We sink, we perish !— Father, hear, and save ! 

Helmet and lance are dust ! 
Is not the strong man withered from our eye ? 
The arm struck down tliat held our banners high ? 

— Tliine is our spirit's trust ! 
Look through the gathering shadows of the grave ! 
Do we not perish ? — father, hear, and save ! 

Hernandez enters, 

JSlmina. Why comest thou, man of vengeance ?-<-What 
have I 
To do with thee ? — Am I not bow'd enough ? 
Thou art no mourner's comforter ! 

Hernandez. Thy lord 

Hath sent me unto thee. Till this day's task 
Be closed, thou dauffhter of the feeble heart ! 
He bids thee seek him not. but la^r thy woes 
Before Heaven's altar, and in penitence 
Make thy soul's peace with God. 

Elmina, Till this daj's task 

Be closed !— there itstrange triumph in thme eyes--^ 
U it tl>at I hare fallen from that high plac^ 
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^VhereoB I stood in fame ?~BBt I can feel 

A wild and bitter pride in thus being past 

The power of thy dark glance !— ftfy spirit now 

Is wound about by one sole miehty grief; 

Thy scorn hath lost its sting. -^hon mayst reproach— 

Hernandez, I come not to reproach thee. Heaven doth 
work 
Br many agencies ; and in its hour 
Tiiere is no insect which the summer breeze 
From the green leaf shakes trembling, but may serve 
Its deep unseai«hable purposes, as well 
As the great ocean, or th* eternal fires, 
Pent in earth's caves !— Thou hast but speeded that, 
Which, in th' infatuate blindness of thy heart, 
Thou wouldst have trampled o*er all holy ties, 
Bat to avert one day ! 

Elmina, My senses fail — 

Thou saidst— speak yet again !— I could not catch 
The meaning of thy words. 

Hernandez, E*en now thy Lord 

Hath sent our foes defiance. On the waUs 
He stands in conference with the boastful Moor, 
And awful strength is with him. Throngh.the blood 
Which, this day must be pour'd in sacri&^ 
Shall Spain be free. On all her olive-hills 
Shall men set up the battle-sign of fire. 
And round its blaze, at midnight, keep the sense 
Of ven{|[eance wakeful in each other's hearts 
B'en with thy children's tale .' 

Xmena. Peace, father ! peace ! 

Behold she sinks !— the storm hath done its work 
Upon the broken reed. Oh ! lend thine aid 
To bear her hence. [ They lead her away, 

Seene^A Street in Valencia, Several Groups of Citizens 
and Soldiers t many qfthem lying on the Steps rfa Church, 
Arms scattered on the Ground around them. 

An old Citizen, The air is snltiy, at with thonder-clouds. 
J left my desolate home, that I might breathe . 
More freely in heaven's face, but my heart feels 
With this hot gloom o'erbarthen'd. I have now 
No sons to tend me. Which of you, kind friends. 
Will bring the old man water from the fount. 
To moisten hb parch'd lip ? lA Citizen goes out. 
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Second CiHzen. Tkw murtiiis fiege^ 

Good Father Lopez, hafh gone liard wHh yoti ! 
1^ sad to bear no vokea niroagh tlie liOMe, 
Osce peopled with fair sons ! 

Third CiHzen, Why, better thus, 

Than to be haanted with their famifhed criet, 
E'en in your rery dreams ! 

Old aUxen, Hearen's will be done ! 

These are daik times ! I haye not oeen akne 
In my ailliction. 

Third CiHzen {with hittenuee}, Why» we hate bot 

this thooght 
Left for oor gloomy comfort !--And 'tis well ! 
Ay, let the balance be a while struck e?en 
Between the noble's palace, and the hot. 
Where the worn peasant sickens !— They that bear 
The homble dead onhonoar*d to their homes. 
Pass now i' th' street no lordW bridal train, 
With its ttraltinf[ mosic ; and the wretch 
Who on the marble steps of some proud hall 
Flings himself down to die, in his last need 
And agony of famine, doth behoM 
No scomral guests, with their Irag pur^ robes, 
To the banquet sweeping by. Wh^, this isjosi ! 
These are the days when pomp is made to mek 
Its human mouldf! 

Fourth CiHzen. Heard you last night the sound 

Of Saint Jage*s bell ?— How snUenly 
From the great tower it peal'd ? 

Ftflh CiHzen, Ay, and 'tis said 

No mortal hand was near when so it seem'd 
To shake the midnight streets. 

Old CiHzen, Too well I know 

The sound uf coming fate !— 'TIS ever thus 
When death is on his way to make it night 
In the Cid's ancient ho«se.0— Oh ! there are things 
In this strange world of which we have aH to lean 
When its dark bounds are passed.— Yon bell, untouchHl, 
(Save by hands we see not) still doth 8|>eak— 
—When of that Une some stately head is mark'd— 
With a wild hollow peal, at dead of night, 
Rooking Talencia's towers. I htTC hewd it olt, 
Nor known its warning false. 

Fourth CiHzen, And will our chi<^ 

Buy die price of lu« fair childrenii blood 
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A few more days of pioing wretchedness 
F<Mr this forsaken city ? 

Old CiHxen, Donbt it not ! 

— But with that ransom he may purchase still 
Deliverance for the land 1 — And yet 'tis sad 
To think that such a race with all its fame, 
Should pass away !— For she, his daughter too, 
Moves upon earth as some bright thing fHiose time 
To aojoarn there is short 

Fifth CiUzen. Then wo for os 

When she is gone ! — Her roice — the very sound 
Of her soft step was comfort as she moved 
Through the still house of mourning !-— Who like her 
jSliall give us hope again 7 

Old Citizen, Be still ! she comes, 

And with a mien how changed ! — A hurrying step, 
And a flush'd cheek !— What may this bode ?— Be still ! 

XiUENA entera, with AUendanta carrying a Banner. 

Ximena, Men of Valencia ! in an hour like this, 
What do ye here ? 

A Citizenn We die I 

Ximena, Brave men die now 

Girt for the toil, as traveller%suddenly 

]B^ the dark night overtaken on their way ! 

lliese days require such death !— It is too much 

Of luxury for our wild and angry times. 

To fold the mantle round us ana to sink 

From life, as flowers that shat up silently, 

When the sun's heat doth scorch them ! — ^Hear ye not ? 

A Citizen. Lady ! what wouldst thou with us ? 

Ximena, Rise and arm ! 

E'en now the children of your chief are led 
Forth by the Moor to perish !-«^hall this be. 
Shall the hi|^ sound of such a name be hnsh'd, 
I' th' land to which for ages it hath been 
A battle-word, as 'twere some passing note 
Of shepherd-music ? — Mast this wark be done, 
And ye lie pining heire, as men in whom 
The pulse which G«^ hath made for noble thought 
Can so be thrill'd no longer 7 

Citizen, Tis even so ! 

Sickness, and toil, and grief, have breath'd upon us, 
Our hearts beat faint and low. 
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Ximtna, Are je fo poor 

Of fonl, my coantrymen f that ye can draw 
Strength from no deeper souree than that which sends 
Tlie red blood mantling through the ioyous reins, 
And giTCs the fleet step wings 7 — ^Why, how have age 
And sensitire womanhood ere now endured, 
Through pangs of searching fire, in some jvond cause. 
Blessing that agony? — ^Thii^ ye the Power 
Which Dore them nobly up, as if to teach 
The torturer where eternal Heaven had set 
Bounds to his sway, was earthly, of this earth, 
This dull mortality 7--<^ay, then look on me ! 
Death*s touch hatn mark'd me, and I stand amonr yoo, 
Aa one whose place, i' th* sunshine of your wofld, 
Shall soon be left to fill l-r-l say, the bieatili 
Of th' incense, floating through yon fane, shall scarce 
Pass firom your path Mfore me ! But even now, 
I have that witiim me, kindling through the dust, 
Which from all time hath made high deeds its voice 
And token to the nations ! — Look on mt I 
Why hath Heaven ponr'd forth courage, as a fl^^ 
Wasting the womanish heart, which most be stHrd 
Tet sooner for its swift-consnming brightness, 
If not to shame your doubt, and your despair, 
And your soul's torpor l^Yeif arise and arm ! 
It may not be too late. 

A Citizen, ^^y» ^*t «** '**> 

To cope with hoi^s ?'^'niii8 faint, and worn, and i^w^ 
O'emumber'd and forsaken, isH for «s 
To stand against the mighty t 

Ximma. And for whom 

Hath He, who shakes the mighty with a breath 
From their high places, made m fearfulness, 
And ever-wakefm presence of his power. 
To the pale startled earth most manifeft, 
But for the weak ?-«Was't for the helm'd and eranmM 
That suns were stayed at noonday ?-*Slonny leaa 
As a rill parted ?^Maird archangels sent 
To wither up the strength of kings with death 7 
-*I tell you, if these marvels have been done, 
'Twas for the wearied sad the oppresi'd of bmb, 
ThcT needed such !— And geaeroos fattk hath power 
By ner prevailing spirit, e^n yet to wotk 
Deliverances, wlmse tale dudl live with those 
Of the great elder tiase !— Be of good heart ! 
^Aois foraaken?— He that gives the thought 
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A place witliiii bif bnatt !— ^is Mt for you. 
— Know ye this banner ? 

CiUzent {murmuring to eocA other), U she not inipired ? 
Doth not Hearen eeU ui by her fervent roioe ? 

Xme$M, Know ye this banner ? 

Citizeru. Tia the O&d's. 

JTimcna. Hie Cid'a ! 

Who breatbea that name bat in th' eznlting tone 
Which the heart rings to ? — Why, the very wind 
As it iiwells ont the noble standard's fold 
Hath a triumphant sound I--The Gid's !-^t mored 
£ven as a sign of victory throu|;h the land. 
From the fr^ skies ne'er stoopug to a foe ! 

Old CUizen, Can ye still pause, my brethren ?--0h ! that 
youth 
Through this worn frame were kindling once again ! 

Ximena, Ye lij^r still !-»Upon tins very air. 
He that was bom m happy hour for SpaiB,tt 
Poor'd fprth his conquering spirit !— 'Twos the breeze 
From y^r owt mountains which oeme down to wave 
Ihis banner of his battlei, as it droopVl 
Above the champion's death-bed. Nor even then ' 
Its tale of glonr dosed.— They made no moan 
O'er the dead hero, alkl no dirge was sung,7 
But the deep tambour and the shrill bom of war 
Told when the mighty pass'd !~They wrapt him not 
With the pale shroud, but braced the wamor's form 
In war array, and on his barbed steed. 
As for a diumph, rear'd him ; marching forth 
In the hush'd midnight from Valencia's walls, 
Beleaguer'd thea as now. All silently 
The stately feneral moved :— bat who was he 
That followed, chaining on the tidl white horse, 
And with the solemn standard, broad and pal% 
Waving in sheets of snow-Ugfat ?— 'And the cross. 
The bloody cruss, far-blazing from his shield, 
And the fierce meteor-sword 7— Thcj fled« they fled ! 
The kingj of Afric, with their coonms hosts, 
Were dust in his red path ! — The scimitar 
Was shivered as a rcM I^fer in that hour ^ 

The warrior-saint that kecm the watch for Spain, 
Was arm'd betimes !— And o>far that fiery field 
The CiOPs high banner stieaiii'd all jog^ously. 
For stm its lord was there ! 
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CUixena (rinng Hmultuoualy), Even imto deadi 
Again it shall be foUow'd ! 

XBnma. Will he tee 

The noble item hewn down, the beacon liidit 
Which his hoose for ages o'er the land 
Uaih shone through cloud and storm, thus quenched at once ? 
WiU he not aid lus children in the hour 
Of this their uttermost peril ?~Awfiil power 
Is with the holy dead, and there are times 
When the tomb hath no chain they cannot burst ! 
—Is it a thing forgotten, how he Woke 
From its deep rest of old, remembering Spain 
In her great danger?— At the night's mid-watch 
How i<eon started, when the sound wsf heard 
That shook her dark and hollow-echoing streets. 
As with the heavy tramp of steelndad men. 
By thousands marching through !~For he had risen ! 
The Campeador was on his march again, 
And in his arms, and foilow'd by his hosts 
Of shadowy spearmen !— He had left the worid 
From which we are dimly parted, and gone forth 
And caU^d his buried warriors from their sleep, 
Gathering them round him to deliver Spain ; 
For Afric was upon her I^Moming broke — 
Day rush'd through clouds of battle ; — but at eve 
Our God had trinmph'd, and the rescued land 
Sent up a shout of victory from the field. 
That rock'd her ancient mountains. 

The CUixena, Arm f to arms ! 

On to our chief! We have sfren^ within as yet 
To die with our blood roused ! Now, be the word. 
For the Cid'b house ! [They begin io arm thenuelves, 

Ximena. Ye know his battle-song ? 

The old rude strain wherewith his bands went forth 
To strike down Paynim swords ! {She ainga) 

THE CID'S BATTLE SONG. 

The Moor is on his way ! 
With the tambour-peal and the tecbir-shoot, 
And the horn o'er the blue seas ringing oat, 

He hath marshall'd his dark array ! 

Shout through the vine-clad land ! 
That her sons on all their hills may hear. 
And sharpen the point of the red-wotf^pear, 

And the sword for the brave maa*s hand ! 
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{The iJliizew join in fA« »ong, whUe thejf continue arming 
themtelvei,) 

Banners are in the field ! 
The chief most rise from his j 
And tarn from i 

And take I 

The Moor is on his way ! 
Let the peasant leave his ouye-groand. 
And the goats roam wild throngh the pine-woods 
roond ! 

— There is nobler woric to-day 1 

Send forth the trumpet's call ! 
Till the bride^oom cast the eoblet down, 
And the marriage-robe and £e floweiy crown, 

And arm m the banqoet-hall ! 

And stay the funeral-train ! 
Bid the chanted mass be hush'd awhile, 
And the bier hud down in the holy aisle, 
And the mourners girt for Spain ! 
{Thejf take up the banner, and follow Ximkna ouU Their 
voicee are heard gradually dying away at a dwtonce.) 

Ere night, mast swords be red ! 
It is not an nour for knells and tears. 
But for helmets braced, and serried spears ! 

To-mofrow for the dead ! 

The Cid is in array ! 
His steed u barbed, his fdome waves h%h, 
His banner is up in the sunny sky, 

Now, joy for the Cross to-day ! 

Seene^The fValU of the CUy, The Plain beneath; with 
the moorish Camp and Jirmy, 

Gonzalez, Oarcias, Hernandez. 
(A wild Sound of Moorish Music heard frUn below.) 

Hernandez. What notes are these in their deep moomful- 
ness \ 
So strangely wild? 

Qardas. 'TIS the shrill melody 

Of the Moor's ancient deadi-^ng. Well I know 
The rude barbaric sound ; but, ull this hour, 
It seem'd not fearful. Now, a shuddering chill 
Comes o'er me with its tones.-^ ! from yon tent 
They lead the noble boys ! 
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Henuundez. Tke yoang, tad pore. 

And beantifiil Tictims I^-'Tis on tluif^ like these 
We OMt our hearts in wild idolatry, 
Sowing the winds with hone ! — Tet this is Well. 
Thus brightly crown'd witn life's most gorgeous ftowers. 
And aU unblemish'd, earth should oStt op 
Her treasures onto Heaven! 

Qarciat {to Gonzalez)* My chie^ the Moor 
Hath led your children forth. 

QonzeUez {starting, ) Are my sons there ? 
I knew they could not perish ; for yon Heaven 
WouU ne'er behold it .'—Where is he that said 
I was no more a father ?— They look changed— 
Pallid and worn, as from a prison-house I 
Or is 't mine eye sees dimly ?— But their steps 
Seem heavy, as with pain. — I hear the clank — 
Oh God ! their limbs are fetter'd ! 

Abdullah {coming forward bttieaththiwalU), Chriftian! 
look 
Onee more upon thy children. There is yet 
One moment tor the trembling of the sword; 
Their doom is still with thee. 

OonzaUz, Why should this man 

So mock us with the semblance of uur kind ? 
•^Moor! Moor! thou dost too darinely provoke 
In thy bold cruelty, th' all-judzing One, 
Who visits for such things !— Hast tnoo no sease 
Of thy frail natuM ?— 'iSvlll be taught thee yet. 
And darkly shall the anguish of my soul, 
Darkly and heavily, pour itself on thine. 
When thou shaft cry for mercy from the dust. 
And be denied ! 

Abdullah. Nay, is it not t^ysel^ 

That hast no oeroy and no love within thee ? 
These are Unisons, the nurslings of tl^ house ; 
Speak ! must they live or die ? 

Oonzalez {in violent emotion). Is it Heaven's will 
To try the dust it kindles for a day. 

With infinite agony ! — How have I drawn f* I 

This chastening on my head !-^They bloom'd around in«i v - i 
And my heart grew too fearless in its joy. 

Glorying in their bright promise !-^It we lall» i i 

Is there no pardon for our feebleness ? i 

{Hernandez, without tptakimgt holda up a Croat • .1 

before Mm.) * 
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Jibduttah. Spetik t 

€hmzale2 {tnaiefdng the Cross, and lifUng it up). Let 
the earth be shakeii through its depthi , 
Bnt this most triomph ! 

Abdullah (coldly). Be it as thou wflt. 

«— Uariiflatli the seimitar ! [To hia Oumds. 

Gardas {to Gonzalez). Away, my chief! 

Tins M your place so longer. There are things 
No human heart, though oattle proof as yours, 
UnmaddcB'd may sustain. 

Gonzalez. Be still ! I have now 

No plaee on earth bnt this ! 

AlphoMO {from beneath). M( n ! gire me way. 
That 1 may speak forth once ^efore I die ! 

Garciat. The princely boy ?— How gallantly his hww 
Wears its high nature in the iaee of death I 
Alphonto. Father ! 

Chtnzalez, My son! my son !— mine eldest-bom ! 

Alphonto. Stay but upon the rampMrU l-^e«r thon not— 
Tvere b good courage in me : oh I my father t 
I will not shame thee !— only let me nill 
Knowing thine eye looks proudly on thy cbildy 
So shall my heart have strength. 

Gonzalez. Would, would to God, 

Tliat I might die for thee, my noble boy ! 
Alpbonso, my fair son ! 

Alphonto. Co«ld I have liyed, 

I might haTt been a warrior !— Now, Farewell ! 
Bnt Took upon me still !— -I will not blench 
When the keen sabre flashes— Mark me well ! 
Mine eyelids shall not quiver as it UMm, 
So thou wilt look upon me I 

Gareiat {to Gonzalez). Nay, my lord ! 

We must bc«;otte !— 4hou emut net bear it ! 

Gmizalez. Peace ! 

—Who bath told tku how much man's heart cm bear? 
—Lend me thine ami-*my brain wbirb fearfully-- 
How thick the shades close roMnd !— my boy ! my boy ! 
Where art thou in this gbcoi ? 

©•»«<«•. Letnagohraet! 

Tbii IS a dreadful moncBt ? 
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Otmxtdez. Hiufa !— what midst thon ? 

Now let me look on him !— Doit thou see aught 
Through the doll mist that wraps as ? 

Oarcias. I behold-* 

Oh! for a thoosand Spaniards to rush down— 
Oonzalex. Thoa seest— My heart stands still to hear thee 
apeak! 
—There aeems a fearfid hash apoB die air, 
Am 't were the dead of night 1 

Gareiaa. The hosts haT« closed 

Aroond the spot in stillness. Through the spears, 
Ranged thick and motionless, I see lum not ; 
—But now^ 

OanxaUz, He hade me keqa mine eje upon him, 

And all is darkness round me ! — ^Now 1 

Gardas* A sword, 

A sword, springs upward, like a liehtninff burst. 
Through the dark«erried mass j-^ltseoldblue glare 
Is warering to and firo~-'tis Tanished—- hark ! 

Oonzalex, I heard it, yes !— I heard the dull dead fomid 
That heavily broke the silence !— Didst thou speak ? 
•^I lost thy words — come nearer ! 

Oareiat. 'Twas— 'tis past !— 

The sword fell then 1 
Hernandez {with exultalion). Flow forth thon noble 
blood! 
Fount of Spain's rsoisom and delirerance, flow 
Unchecked and brightlT forth !— Thou kingly stream ! 
Blood of our heroes i blood of martyrdom f 
Which throtq;h so many warrioi^hearts hast pour'd 
Thy fiery currents, and hast made our hills 
Free, by thine own free offering |— Bathe the land, 
But there thou shalt not sink !— Our Tery air 
Shall take thy colouring, and our loaded skies 
0*er th* infidel \^aut da» and ominous. 
With battle-hues of thee !— And thy deep yoice 
^ing aboye them to the judnuent-seat 
Shall call a burst of gttther*d yengeance down, 
To sweep th» oppressor from us !— For thy wayc 
Hath made his goilt run o'er ] 
Gonzalez {endeavouring to rouse himself). Tim all a 
dream ! 
There is not ^mc'—no hand on earth could harm 
That fair boy's graceful head !— Why look yon thin ! 
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j§hdtUl4ih (paMing l» Cmrtot). Ckngfyu ! ^m yet 
thon hast a son j 

^mtaakz, E%b yvtf 

Carlot, My father t tak£ me from these fearliil men I 
'Wilt thoa not save me, father ? 

Chmzalez {tOUmfiing to untkeath hit ato^rtf). k the 
strength 
S^rcHD mine arm shiver'U ? Gareias, follow me ! 

Oorctos. Whither, n^elutf 7 

Got»o/eac Why, we can die as well 

On yonder plain,— a^, a spear's thrust will do 

The little that oar misery doth require, 

Sooner than e'er this anguish ! Life is best 

Thrown from nc in soeh moments. 

[yoicet heard mi a tKttance. 

Hernandez. Hush ! what strain 

floats on the wind ? 

Gardae. Tis the Cid's battle long ! 

What mar?el hath been wrought^ 

[ Vaicee appromeldng heard in ehorue. 
The Moor is on his way I 
Witii the tambour peuJ and the te^o^shoot, 
And the bom o'er the blue seas ringing out. 
He hath raarshaU'd his dark amy I 

XiMENA enlers, followed by the Citizens^ vsUh the 
Banner, 

Ximena, Is it too late ?-.^y lather, these are mmt 
Throiqih life and death prepared to follow thee 
Beneath this banner t— Is Uieir neat too late ? 
—Oh { thereift a fearmi history on thy brow ! 
What hast thou seen? 

OarcMs. It is not a// too late. 

Ximena. My brothers ! 

Hernandez, All is well. 

( To Oarcias. ) Hush ! would'st thoa chill 
That which hath spniDg within them, as a flame 
From th' altar*embers mounts in sudden brightness ? 
I say, 'tis not too late, ye men of Spain ! 
On to the rescue! 

Xtmenc Bless me, oh my father ! 

Audi wiUhence, to aid thee with thy prayers, 

«* - I 
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Sendinr my spirit with thee tbnmgli the itone, 
lit nphj flegning swords ! 

OwzaUz {falUng on her neek). Hath ai^ been 
spared? 
Am I not ail bereft ?~Thoa' rt left me still ! 
Mine own, my loreliest one, tboa 'rt left me still ! 
Farewell !— thy father's blessing, and thy God's, 
Be with thee, my Ximena ! ' 

Ximena* Fare thee well ! 

If. ere thy steps torn hom^ard from the field, ^ * 
llie Foice is hnsh'd that still hath welcomed thee, ^ 
Think of me in Ihy victory ! 

Hernandez. Peace ! no more ! 

This is no time to melt ovar natore down 
To a soft stream of tears ! — Be of strong heart ! 
Gire me the banner ! Swell the song again ! 

THE CITIZBNS/ 

Ere night, most swords be red ! 
It is not an hour for knells 'a&d tears, 
But for helmets braced and serried spean ! 

— ^To-morrow for the dead ! [Exeunt omne$. 

Scene-^Before the AUat cf a Ckmreh* 

Elmina rieeefrom the etepe <f the Altar, 

Elmina, The clouds are fearful that o'erhang thy ways^ 
Oh, thoa mysterious Heaven ! — ^It cannot be 
That I have drawn the viab of thjr wrath. 
To burst npon me through the lifting up 
Of a prona heart, elate in happiness ! 
No ! m my day's foil noon, for me life's flowers 
But wreath'd a eup of trembling ; and the love. 
The boundless love, my spirit wvlbrm'd to bear. 
Hath ever, in its place of silence, been 
A trouble and a shadow^ tinging thought 
With hues too deep for jov ! — minever loc^L'd 
On my lair children, in their buoyant mirth. 
Or sunny sleep, when all the ^|entle air 
Seem'd glowing with their quiet blessedness. 
But o'er my soul there came a shuddering sense 
Of earth, and its [mle changes ; even like that 
Which vaguely mineles with our glorious dreams, 
A restless and disturbing consciousness 
That the brkrht things most fade !^How have I shrunk 
From the duU murmur of th' onquiet voice. 
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With its low tokens of mortality, 
Till a»y b«art funted 'midst their smiles !— their smiles ! 
^Where are those glad looks dow ?~Coiild they go down, 
With all their joyoas light, that seem'd not earth's, 
To the cold grave ?-^My children !^Righteoas Heayen I 
There floats a dark remembrance o'er my brain 
Of one who told me, with relentless eye. 
That thit should be the hour! 

X1B9KNA enters, 

Ximena, They are gone forth 

Unto the rescue ! — strong in heart and hope, 
Faithful, though few !— ^1^ mother, let thy prayers 
Call on the land's good samts to lift once more 
The sword and cross that sweep the field for Spain, 
As in old battle ; so thine arms e'en yet 
May clasp thy sons !— For me, my part is done ! 
The flame, which dimly might have linger'd yet 
A little while^ hath gathered all its rays 
Brightly to sink at once ; and it is well ! 
The shadows are around me ; to thy heart 
Fold me, that I may die. 

Elndna, My child ! — ^What dream 

Is on thy soul ? — ^Even now thine aspect wears 
liife's brightest inspiration ! 

Ximena. Death's ! 

Elmina. Away ! 

Thine eye hath stairy cleameiss, and thy cheek 
Doth glow beneath it with a richer hue 
Than tinged its earliest flower! 

Ximena, It wett mkj be ! ' 

There are far deeper and fiir warmer hues 
Than those which draw their colouring from the founts 
Of youth, or health, or hope. 

Elmina, Nay, speak not thus ! 

There's that about thee shining which would send 
E*en through wy heart a sunny glofe of joy, 
Wer H not lor these sad words. The dim cold air 
And solenui light, which wrap these tombs and shrines 
As % pale gleaming shroud, seem kindled up 
With ft young spirit of ethereal hope 
Caught from thy mien !--0h no ! this is not death ! 

XtM£fia. Why should not He, whose touch dissolyes our 



Fnt OB his robes of beauty when he comes 
Ai « deliy«r«r ?-*He hath many forms, 
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They shoold not all be fearful !^If Im eaU 

Be but ow galheriag to that diataat land 

For wboee iwaet watert we have pined with tliinl. 

Why should not ka proohetie senee be borne 

Into the heart's deep atHlneiej with a brttalh 

Of aaniiner^wiada, a voice of melody, 

Solemn, yet lovely 7— Mother ! I depart ! 

— Be it tny comfort, in the after-days, 

That thon hast seen me thus ! 

Elmina, Distract me not 

With snch wild fears ! Can I bear on with life 
When thon art gone ? — ^Thy voice, thy step, thy miOe, 
Pass'd from my path ! — Alas ! even now thine eye 
If changed — thy chedc is fading ! 

XwMna, Ay, the doods 

Of the dim hoar are gathering o'er my sight* 
And yet I fear not, for the God of Htdp 
Conies in that qaiet darknesg !— It may sttothe 
Thy woes, my mother ! il I tell thee now. 
With what glad calmneas I behold the veil 
Falling between m^ and the world, wherein 
My heart so ill hath rested. 

Elmina, Thine I 

Ximena, Rejoice 

For her^ that, when the garland of her life 
Was bliffhted, and the springs of hope were drie4» 
Reeeiped her snmmons hence ; and had no time, 
Bearing the canker at th' impatient heart, 
To wither, sorrowing for that pH of Heaveoy 
Which lent one moment of enstenoe light. 
That diomi'd the rest for oyer ! 

EUmna, How is this t 

My child, what mean'st thon? 

Mmina. Mother ! I hare loTed, 

And been belored !— 4he snnbeam of an hoar. 
Which gare life's hidden treasures to mine eye, 
As they lay shining in their secret founts, 
Went out, and left them coloarless.-~Ti8past* 
And what remains on earth ?— 4he rainbow miit( 
Through which I gazed, hath melted, and my iifl^ 
Is eletf'd to look on all thinrs as they are ! 
— But this is far too moamfol ! — Life's daik gift 
Hath fidlaa too earir and too cold opon me ! 
^-Therefore I wonla go hence ! 

Elmina. And thon hMt lered 

Fnlrnown— y ' ^ 
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Xkuna. . Oh! pardon, pardon tbat I veil'd 

My tbooghta from thee I^Bnt thon hadst woes enough, 
And nine eame o'er me when thy sool had need * 
or iMre than mortal strength !— ^or I had scaree 
Criren the deep oonaeioaaneaa that I was lo?ed 
A treasure's place within my secret heart, ^ 

When earth's brief joy went from me ! 

'TwasatBUHm 
I saw the warriors to their field go forth, 
And he — my chosen — was there among the rest. 
With his yoang, elorions brow ! — I look'd sffain— 
The strife grew (Jmrk beneath me — bm bis pfome 
Wared free above the lances. — ^Yet again — 
*-4t had gone down ! and steeds were trampling o'er 
The spot to which mine eyes were rireted. 
Till blinded by th' intenseness of their gaze ! 
—And then— at last— I harried to the nte, 
And met him there !— I met him !— on nis shield, 
And with his cioyen helm, and shiver'd sword, 
And dark hafr steep'd in blood !— They bore him past- 
Mother !— I saw his Ctce !— t)h ! soch a death 
Works fearfiil changes on the fidr of earth, 
The pride of woman's eye ! 

J aflUMic Sweet < 

Wake not the dark remembraMe ; for thy I 

JBmtna. —There wUl be peace ere long. I shot my heart, 
Bren as a tomb, o'er that lone silent grm, 
That I mirht swe it thee !— Bot now the honr 
Is come wnen tnat which would have pierced thy •oul 
ShaU be its healing balm. Oh ! weep thoa not, 
Save with a gentle sorrow ! 

Ehmna, Most it be? 

Art thou indeed to leave me ? 

Ximena {exuUingly)* Be thon glad 1 

I say, rejoice above thy favonr'd child ! 
Joy, for the soldier when his field is fooght, 
Joy. for the peasant when his vintage-tusk 
Is closed at eve ! — Bat most of all for her. 
Who, when her life changed its j^littering robes 
For ue dall garb of sorrow, which doth cling 
So heavily around the jooneTers on. 
Cast down its weight-*««nd slept ! 

BbmtUL Alas! thine eye 

Is waadering— yet how brightlv !— Is this death^ 
Or some higii wondroos vision?— Speak, my child ! 
How it it with thee BOW ? 
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Ximin€ {mUi^)* I aee it ttiU ! 

'Tii floatiBC, Uk« a skvioas doad eahigh, 

My father's banner !— H«ai^ tfc«i not » ««« V^ , 
iSe trumpet of Cartile?-J»raue, pra»e toHeaT«i ! 
-Now E^the weary rert!-.Be.tai!-WbocaU8 
The mghtio fearful? [Shedut, 

Elndna. No! Aeb not dead! 

•^Ximena !— q>eak to me !— Oh ! yet a tone 
From that sweet voice, that I may gather m 
One more remembrance of it* lo^«»y «onnd, 
Ere the deep silence faU !-What ! is dl hosW ? 
—No, no !--it cannot be !— How should we bear 
The dark misgivings of our souls, if Heaven 
Left not such beings with us?— But is this 
Her wonted look ?— too sad a quiet lies 
On its dim fearful beauty !— J^peak, Xjmcna ! 
Speak !— my heart dien within mc !—She is gone, 
With aU hef blessed smiles !-My chUd ! my chM I 
Where art thou ?— Where is that which answer d me, 
From thy soft-shining eyes !— Huah ! doth she move f 
—One liiht lockseem'd to tremble on her brow, 
As a puise throbbM beneath ;— »twas but the voice 
Of my despair that stirr'd it !-She - g«»« » Qamaudis 

^ iShe ikrom her»e{f on the body, tMumuz 

enten, alone, amd moundtd. 
£MiMi {fitkig at he approaches). I most not mm be 
scom'd !— No, not a look, 
A whisper of reproach !— BehoW my wo ! 
— Thon canat not scooi me new ! 
Gonzalez. Hast thon heard all ? 

Elmina. Thy daughter on "7. ^«» Jjjf ^^ ^«*^» 
And pttss'd away to rest.— Behold her there, 
Even such as death hath made her !8 

Gonzalez {bending over Xtmena\» body). Then art g<m». 
A little whUe before me, oh, my fc«il«l ^ . ., ... 
Why should the traveller weep to part ^^h ttose 
That iWtfce an hour will reach their proimsed land 
Ere he too cast his pilerim s-*^ -••^^ 
And spread hia couch beside 



dttdf away, 
. 7 



Elndna, Most it be 

Henceforth enough that mm » *»»^8 J*^ 
Had iU bright pUee amonc «»Jr^?" JJ^^ , 
Left for the years to «>mel--Wewa^ «ot stay . 
Eaitii's chain each hour grows weaker. 
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QonzaUxisUUgtmngupanXinmm)^ And thou 'rt Uid 
To almnber m tlM shadow, UeiBtd elUU ! 
Of a yet stainless altar, and beside 
A sainied warrior's tomb ! — Ob, fittins place 
For thee to yield thy pure heraie sml 
Back onto him that gava it !— And t^ ofaetk 
Tet smiles in its bri^ paleness I 

Elndna, Hadst thon seen 

The look with fHiieh she pass'd ! 

Gonzalez (tb'U bending over her). Why, 'tis ahiMSt 
Like jov to new thy beaatifid repose ! 
The taoed image of that perfect calm 
Floats, e'en as long-forgotten music, back 
Into my weary heart !-»No dark wild spot 
On iky clear brow doth tell of bloody hands 
That quench'd young life by mlenee ! — Vf% htt?a seen 
Too much of horror, in one crowded hour, 
To weep for aught, so gently gathered hence ! 
•~0h ! fftan leayes other traces ! 

Elmina {suddenly etarting). It returns . 
On my bewilder'd soul ! — Went ye not forth 
Unto the rescue ? — And thou 'rt here alone ! 
—Where are my tons? 

Gonzalez {solemnly ) . We were too late ! 

Elmina. Too late ! 

Hast thou naught else to tell me? 

Gonzalez. I brought back 

From that last field the banner of my sires, 
And my own death-wound. 

Elwdna. Thine ! 

GonxdUz. Another hour 

Shall hush its throbs for ever. I go hence. 
And with me 

Elndna, No ! — Man eotdd not lilt his hands— 

—Where hast thou left thy hods ? 

Gonzalez, I have no sons. 

Elmina, What hast thou said ? 

Gonzalez, That sew there Ures not one 

To wear the glory of nins ancient house, 
When I am gone to rest. 
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Ehmna {ihroufing her$t\f tm the ground, and Mpeakmg 
in a low hurried voice) » In one brief hour, all |;one !— tnd 

eueh a death ! 
— -I see their blood gosh forth ! — their graeelol heada-^ 
— ^Take the dark vinon from me, oil, my God ! 
And tach a death for Uiem ! — ^I was not there l-^ 
They were but mine in beaaty and in joy, 
Not in tliat mortal anguish ! — Ah, all gone ! 
—Why should I struggle more ? — What ie this Power 
Against whose might, on all sides pressinff us. 
We strive with fierce impatience, which bat nyv 
Our own frail spirits prostrate ? * 

(After a long pause,) Now I know 

Thy hand, mj God 1— and they are soonest crush'd 
That most withstand it ! — I resist no more. ' 

(She ritee. )— A light, a light springs up from grief and death^ 
Which with its solemn radiance dom reveal 
Why we have thus been tried ! 

Gonzalez, Then I may still 

Fix my last look on thee, in holy love, 
Parting, but yet with hope. 

Elmina {falling at hie feet), Can'tt thou foiftre ? 

— Oh, I have driven the arrow to thjr heart. 
That should have buried it within mine own. 
And borne the pang in silence ! — ^I have cast 
Thy life's fair honour, in my wild despair, 
As an unvalued gem upon the waves, 
Whence thou hast snatch'd it back, to bear from earth, 
All stainless, on thy breast — ^Well hast thou done — 
But I— canst thou forgive ? 

Gonzalez. Within this hour 

I have stood upon that verge whence mortals fall, 
And leam'd how 'tis with one whose sieht grows dim, 
And whose foot trembles on the gnlTs cwrk side, 
—Death purifies all feeling— We will part 
In pily and in love. 

Elmina. Death !— And thea too 

Art on thy way ! — Oh, joy for thee, high heart ! 
Gloiy and joy for thee !— The day is ctosed^ 
And well and nobly haft thou borne thyself 
Through its lone battle-toils, though many swords 
Have entered thine own soul !— But on my head 
Recoil the fierce invokings of despair, 
And I am left far distanced in the race, 
The lonely one of earth !^Ay, this is just. 
^ am not worthy that upon my breast 
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Ib tlds, tlune iMmr of Tietoiy, thou shooldit jield 
Thy spirit onto God. * 

Gonzalez, Thoaart! thoaartf 

Oh ! a life's lore, a heart's lone fkithfnlnessy 
E'en in the presence of etemu things; 
Wearinr their ehasten'd beauty all nndinun'd, 
Assert their lofty claims ; and these are not 
For one dark hour to cancel ! — ^We are here, 
Before that altar whic& received the tows 
Of onr unbroken youth, and meet it is 
For such a witness in the sight of HeaTen, 
And in the face of death, whose shadowy arm 
Comes dim between us, to regard th' exchange 
Of our tried hearts* for^veness. — ^Who are they, 
That in one path have jonmey'd^ needing not 
Forgireness at its close ? 

{A Citizen entert haeUly,) 

CiUzen, The Moors ! the Moot9 f 

Gonzalez. How ! is the city storm'd ? 

Oh ! ri&hteons Heaven !^for this I look'd not yet ! 
Hath aU been done in vain ? — ^Why, then, 'tu tmie 
For prayer, and then to rest ! 

Citizen. The snn shall set. 

And not a Christian voice be left for prayer. 
T<Hnight within Valencia !— ^ound our walw 
The paynim host is gathering for th' assault, 
Aad we have none to guard tnem. 

Gonzalez. Then my place 

la here no loneer,— t had hoped to die 
Ev'n by the altar and the sepulchre 
Of my hrave sires — but this was not to be ! 
Give me my sword again, and lead me hence 
Back to the ramparts. I have yet an hour. 
And it hath still high duties.— Now, my wife ! 
Tboa mother of my children— of the dead — 
Whom I name unto thee in steadfost hope — 
Farewell t 

Elmina. No, not farewell 1— My soul hath risen 

To mate Itself with thine ; and by thy side 
Amidst the hurtling lances I will stand, 
As one on whom a hriive man's love hath been 
Wasted not utterly. 

Gonzalez. I thank thee, Heaven t 

That I have tastftd of the awful joy 

Digitized by Google 



74 SlEOE OF VALENCIA. 

Which thon hast giftn to temper hoots like thii^^ 
With a deep sense of thee, and ef thine endtf 
In these dread Tisitings ! 
( To Elmina. ) We wSU not part. 

But with the spirit's parting ! 

Ebmna, One farewell 

To her, that, mantled with fait loveliness. 
Doth slumber at onr feet !— My blessed child ! 
Oh ! in thy heart's affiiction thou wert strong. 
And holy courage did pervade thy wo. 
As light the troiwled waters ! — Be at peace ! 
Thou whose bright spirit made itself the soul 
Of all that were around thee ! — ^And thy life 
E'en then was struck, and withering at the core 1 
— ^Farewell !— Thy parting look hath on me ftdl'n, 
E'en as a gleam of heaven, and I am now 
More like what thou hast been ! — My soul is hush'd, 
For a still sense of purer worlds has sunk 
And settled on its depths with that last smile 
Which from thine shone forth.— Thou hast not lived 
In vain—my child, farewell ! 

Gonzalez, Surely for thee 

Death had no sting, Ximena !— We are blest, 
To learn one secret of the shadowypass, 
From such an aspect's calmness. Yet once more 
I kiss thy pale yoog cheek, my broken flower! 
In token of th' und^ng love and hope. 
Whose land is far away. [Hxeunt, 

Scene^The walla qf the City, 

Hernandez.— ul few Citizmu gathered round Mm, 

Hernandez, Why, men have cast the treasures, which 
their lives 
Had been worn down in gathering, on the pyre, 
Ay. at their household hearths have lit the brand, 
Ev'n from that shrine of ^uiet love to bear 
The flame which gave their temples and their homes. 
In ashes, to the WnMs !— They have done this, 
MakiK < hbiited void where once the son 
IxM^d upon Ipvely dwellings ; and from earth 
Razing all record that on such a qpot 
Childhood hath sprung, age faded, misery wept. 
And frail Homamty loielt before her God ; 
—They have done lAts, in their free nobleness, 
Rather than see the spoUer's tread poQote 
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Their holj places I^Pnue, liigfa praise be theirs, 
Who hare left man such lessons !-— And these things, 
Made jonr own hills their witnesses !^The sfcj. 
Whose aroh bends o'er yoq, and the seas, wherein 
Tour rivers poor their s^old, rejoicing saw 
The altar, and the birth-place, and the tomb, 
And all memorials of man'* Imart and faith, 
Thus proodly bonoar'd*-Be ye not ontdone 
By the departed !•— Though the godless foe 
Be close upon as, we have power to snatch 
The spoils of victory from him. Be but strong ! 
A few bru;ht torches and brief moments yet 
Shall baffle his flnsh'd hope, and we may die, 
Liaoghing him nnto scorn.— Rise, follow me. 
And thoQ, Valencia ! triumph in thy fate. 
The min, not the yoke, and make thy towers 
A beacon onto Spain ! 

CiUzen. We'UfoUowthce! 

r-Alas ! for onr fair ei^. and the homes 
Wherein we rear'd oar children !— Bat av^ ! 
The Moor shall plant no crescent o'er wa Anes ! 

Fotce (from a Tower on the WalU), Soccoors f^^^astUe I 
Castile! 

Ciiizene {ruttdng to the ipot). It is eren so t 

Now blessing be to Heaven, for we are saved ! 
Castile, Castile ! 

Fotee ijrom the Tower). Line after line of ^ars, 
Liance after lance, apon the horizon's verge, 
l^e festal lights ftt>m cities bursting np, 
JDoth skirt the plain !— in faith, a n<rt»le host ! 

Another Voice. The Moor hath tom'd him ftom oar walls, 
to front, 
Th' advancing might of Spain ! 

Ctttzsns {ehouting), Castile ! Castile ! 

(GoNZALSz entere, eupported by Elmima and a (Htixen.) 
Qoimzalex. What shouts of joy are these? 

Hernandez. Hail, chieftain ! hail ! 

Urns eVn in death 'tis given thee to receive 
The conqaeror's crownl — Behold oar God hath heard, 
And arm'd himself with vengeance 1— Lo f they come ! 
The lances of Castile ! 

Qonzalez, I knew, I knew 
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TiuNi wooldflt not utterly, toy Ciod, forsake 

Thy semmt in hif need 1— My blood and tears 

Ha^e not sank vainW^ to th' attesting earth ! 

Pk«ise to thee, thanks and praise, that I hare lived 

To see this hour ! ' 

Elndna, And I too bless thy name, 

Though thou hast nrored me unto agony ! 
Oh God !— Thou God of chasteidng ! 

Voice {from the Tower \. They more on ! 

I see the royal banner in tne air^ 
With its emblazonM towers ! 

Oonzaieau (Jo, bring ye forth 

The banner of the Cid^ and plant it here. 
To stream above me, for an answering sign 
That the good cross doth hold its lofty place 
Within Valencia stUl !— What see ye now ? 

Hemandex. I see a kingdom's might upon its path, 
Moving in terrible magnificence, 
Unto reretge and victory !~With the flash 
Of knightly swords, up-springing from the ranks, 
As meteors from a still and gloomy deep. 
And with the waving of ten thousand plumes. 
Like a land's harvest in the autumn-nnnd. 
And with fierce light, which is not of the sun. 
But flung from sheets of steel— 4t comes, it comes. 
The vengeance of our God ! 

Gonxalex. I hear it now, 

The heavy tread of mail-clad multitudes, 
Like thnnaor-showers upon the forest-paths., 

Hernandez. Ay, earth knows well the omen of that 
sound, 
And she hath echoes, like a sepulchre's. 
Pent in her secret hollows, to respond 
TTnto the step of death ! 

Gonzalez, ^^^^ ! bow the wind 

Swells proudly with the battle-march of Soain ! 
Now the heart feels its power ! — ^A little wnile 
Grant me to live, my God !— What pause is this ! 

Hernandez. A deep and dreadful one !— the serried files 
ji^Mlttheir spears for combat ; now the hosu 
Sbook 0|i each other in their brooding wrath, 
Bii^jmA face to face. 
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VOICES HEARD WITHOUT, CHANTING^ 

Oalm OD the bosom of thy God, 

Fair spirit ! rest thee now ! 
E'en while with ours thy footsteps trod, 

His seal was on thy brow. 

Dost, to its narrow house beneath ! 

Sool, to its place on high ! 
They that have seen Uiy look in death, 

No more may fear to die. 

JEbmna (to Gonzalez). It is the deathrhymn o'er thy 
daughter's bier ! 
— ^Bnt I am calm, and e'en like gentle winds, 
That mnsic, through the stillness of my heart, 
Sends monrnfal peace. 

Gonzalez, Oh ! well those solemn iouM 
Accord with saoh an hour, for all her life 
Breath'd of a hero's sonl ! 

\A wundnf trumpeU and thouting Jrom the plain.] 

Hernandez. Now, now they close ! — Hark ! what a doll 
dead soond 
If in the Moorish war>shont ! — ^I have known 
Such tones prophetic oft — ^The shock is giyen — 
Jjo ! they have placed their shields before tiieir hearts^ 
Andlower'd their lances with the streamers on, 
And on their steeds bent forward ! — God for Spain ! 
The first bright sparks of battle hare been struck 
From spear to spear, across the gleaming field ! 
— ^There is no sight on which the blue sky looks 
To match with this !— Tis not the gallant crests, 
Nor banners with their glorious blazonry ; 
The very nature and high soul of man 
Doth now reveal itself T 

Gonzalez, Oh, raise me up, 

That 1 may look upon the noble scene ! "^ 

— ^It will not be !— That this dull mist would pass 
A moment from my sight ! — Whence rose that shout, ' 
As in fierce triumph ? *. 

Hernandez (eUutdng his hands). Must | look on this ^ 
The banner sinks— 'tis taken ! 

Gonzalez, Whose? I. 

Hernandez, Castile's! \^ 

Qonzalez, Ob, God of Battles ! '• • *'j 
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ElnUna. Calm thy noble heart! 

Thoo wilt not pass away without thy meed. 
Nay, rest thee on my bosom. 

Hernandez, Cheer thee yet ! 

Onrknu^hts have spurred to rescne.— There is now 
A whir^ a mingling of all terrible things, 
Yet more appauing than the fierce distinctness 
Wherewith they moyed before !— I see tall plmnes 
All wildly tossing o'er the battle's tide, 
Sway'd by the wrathful motion, and the press 
Of diesperate men, as cedai'-bonffhs by storms. 
Many a white streamer there is dyed with blood, 
Many a false corslet broken, many a shield 
Pierced thdrongh !— Now, shout for Santiago, shout ! 
ho ! javelins with a moment's brightness ^eave 
The thickening dust, and barbed steeds go down 
With their helm'd riders !— Who, bat One, can tell 
How spirits part amidst that fearful rush 
And trampling on of furious multitudes ? 

Gonzalez, Thou 'rt silent!— See'st thou more ?•— My soul 
grows dark. 

Hernandez, And dark and troubled, as an angry sea,^ 
Dashing some gallant armament in scorn 
Against its rocks, is all on which I gaze ! 
—I can but tell thee how tall spears are cross'd, 
And lances seem to shiyer, ana proud helms 
To lighten with the stroke ! — But round the spot, 
Where, like a storm-fell'd mast, our standard sank, 
The heart of battle bums. 

Gonzalez. Where is that spot ? 

Hernandez, It is beneath the lonely tuft of palms. 
That lift their green heads o'er the tumult still, 
In calm and stately grace. 

Gunsakz. There, didst thou say ? 

Tb#i God is with u^, and we mutt nreyail ! 
For oti that spat they died ! — ^My cnildren's blood 
C tdH <?ii th^ {irengc: r thence ! 

, 'Mfmm a . They perish'd there ! 

'^Afkdtht; brigrlit locks diat waved so joyously 
To. the f^£c^ wiudiy I ay trampled and denied 
Ev'n on that place of death I— Oh, Merciful ! 
Husb tfac dhrk thought within me ! 

Hernandez {with sudden exultation). Who is he, 
On t)ie white fteed^ and with the cast|edf helm, 
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And the goid-broid«r^ mantle, whieh doUi float 
B'en like a ramiy cloud abore tlie flcbt ; 
And the pale croM, whieh from hit breaat-plate gleams 
With star-like radiance ? 

Gonzalez ( eagerly). Didst thou say the cross ? 

Hernandez, On ms mailM bosom shines a broad white 
cross, 
And his long plomage through the daikening air 
Streams like a snow-wreath. 

Chmzalez, That should be*- 

Hemandex, The king 4 

— Was it not told as how he sent, of late. 
To the Cid's tomb, e'en for the silyer cross. 
Which he who slombers there was wont to bind 
O'er his braTC heart in fight ?9 

Gonzahz {epringing upjovfully), Mjking! mjloHg! 
I7ow all good saints for Spain N—My noble king ! 
And thoo art there !— That I might look once more 
Upon thy face !— But yet I thank thee, Heaven ! 
That thoa hast sent him, from my dying hands 
Thus to receive his city ! 

[He nnkM back into Elmika's armt. 
Hernandez, He hath clear'd 

A pathway 'midst the combat, and the li^t 
FollowB his charge through yon close linngmasg, 
E'en as the gleam on some proud vessel's wake 
Along the stormy waters !— 'Tis redeem'd— 
The castfed45anner 1— Itis flan^ once more 
In Joy and glory, to the sweeping winds t 
•:— TMre seems a wavering through the paynim hosts — 
Castile doth press them sorcv-Now, now rejoice ! 
Gonzalez. What hast then seen ? • 

Hernandez. ^ Abdullah falls ! He faUs ! 
The man of blood t-3^ spoiler !— he hath sunk ^ 

In our kinc's path 1— WeU hath that royal sword 
Avenged tny cause, jGonzalez. - ^' 

^ • Thcj give way, v-. 

The Crescent's van is broken \^On tbe hills 

• And the dark pine-woods may the infidel 

• Call vainly, in hiilicqnT of fear. 

To cover lum from vatpance !— Lo ! they fly ! 
They of th^ forest and of the wilderness 
Are scatter'd e'en as leaves open the wind ! 
Wo to the sonsof Afiric !— Let the plains, 
And the vine-moimtains^ and Hesperian seas. 
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Take their dead onfeo them l^4h$i blood f hall watk 
Oor foil from stains of bondi^. 

OtmxaUx {aUempHng to taut hinuelf). Set me free f 
Come with me forth, for I most ereet mr kiiut. 
After his battle-fidd! 

Htmandez, Oh^ Uett in death ! 

Chosen of Heayen, farewell ! — ^Ijook on the Cross, 
And part from earth in peace \ 

ChmzaUz, Now ohargie once more ! 

God is with Spain, and Santiaj^'s sword 
Is reddening all the air I— Shoot forth < Castile !' 
The dajr is oors !— I go !*-bat fear je not ! 
For Afrie's lance is broken, and my sons 
HaTe won their first good field ! [JSTe diet, 

Elndna, Look on me yet ! 

Speak one fareweO, my hosband Inmost thy TOice 
Knter my sopl no more ! — ^Thine vjn is fiz'o— 
Now iB my life oprooted, — and 'tis well. 

{A Sound qftriumpkatU Mtuieia heard, and wuuiy 
Catmian KnigkU and Soldien enter,) 

A Citizen, Hosh yonr triomphal soonds, although ye come. 
E'en as deliverers ! — Bat the noble dead, 
And those that mooni them, daim from homan hearts 
Deep silent reverence. 

Elndna {rising proudly). No, swell forth, Castile ! 
Thy trompet-niosic, till the seas anid heavens, 
And the deep hills, give every stormy note 
Echoes to nng throogh Spain ! — ^How, know ye not 
That all array'd for trion^h, crown'd and robed 
With the strong spirit which hatii saved the land, 
Ev'n now a conqoeror to.his reslfis gone ? 
—Fear not to break that sleep, bat let the wind 
Swell on with victory's shoot !— A will ^ot hear— 
Hath earth a soond more sad ? 

Hernandez, Lift ye the dead, 

And bear%im with the banner of his race * 

Waving above him proodly, as it waved 
O'er the eld's battles, to the tomb, wherein 
His wairior-sires are gather'd. [7%^ raise the body, 

Elndna, Ay, 'tis thos 

Thoo shooldst be honoor'd I— And I follow thee ^ 
With an onfaltering and a lofbr atep, 
To that last home of glory. She tluit wean 
In her deep heart ^ memory of thy love 
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Shmll tbeBM draw ttraiigth for aU thiBM. tin tbe G«dl, 
WhoM hand aroiiiid her hath impeopicu earth, 
Looldiig upon her still and ehattoiM sou). 
Call it oaee more to thine ! 

{To the CaaHliatu,) 
Awake, I say, 
Tambour and trwnpet, wake !— And let the land 
Throofffa all her monntains hearjonr foaeral peal ! 
«— So snonld a hero pass to his repose. 

[Eietfut 
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NOTES. 



Notel. 



aortheni proyincao, wiiere they makrfaittivl tkttr raligioll and 
liberty vriiile tbe nst of their coimtry wm ortmia hf thfi 

Note 2. 

Ohffree doth sorrow poM, ^c. 
Frey geht das Ungdiick dnreh die ganze Erde. 

Shciller>$ Death qf JVallentUiniMt ir. sc. 2. 

Note S. 

Tizoiuu the firerbrand. The name of the Cid'i fayoiirite 
sword, taken in battle from the Moorish king Buear. 

Note 4. 

How he won Valencia from the Moor, #^. 
Valeneia, which has been repeatedly besieged, Ukd taken by 
the armies of different nations, remamed in the possession of 
the Moors for an hundred and seventy years after the Cid's 
death. It was regained from theip by King Don Jayme, of 
Aragon, snmamed the Conqueror ; after whose success I have 
Tentured to suppose it goremed by a descendant of the Cam- 
peador. 

Note 5. 

It was a Spanish tradition, that the great bell of the Cathe- 
dral of Saragoisa always tolled spontaneously before a king 
of Spain diecU 
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Notes. 



** El qae «ii buen h«ni nateo ;" he that was bom in happy 
hour. Aa appeUation giren to the Cid in the ancient ehroMotes. 

Note 7. 

For thii, and the aabiMnent allnaiom to Spanish legend^ 
fee The Romancea and Ckr<mieU§^ the Cta. 

Notes. •** 

" La Toila, telle que U mort nona Fa ftite !"— Botncef, 
Orflwona F%mibre9> 

Note 9. 

Thii eireomitance it recorded of Kiitt Don Alphonao^ the 
laat of (hat naaM. He aent to the Cid% tomb lor the eroaa 
which that warrioip was aecnstoned to wear open hit breaat 
when he went to battle, and had it made into one for himaeif r 
"becauM of the iiuth which he had, that throoch it he ehoold 
obtain (he Tietory."— tfotcfftcy't Ckranide if the Cid. 
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A TRAOEPY. 



IN FIVB ACTS. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 



COVNT DI PrOCIDA. 

Raimond DI Procida, his Son, 

Eribert, Viceroy, * 

De Couci. 

Mont ALBA. 

GniDo. 

Alberti. 

Anselmo, a M&nk. 

VlTTORIA. 

Constance, Sister to Eribert, 
Noblet, Soldiers, MessengerSf VaaealSf Peatants^ ^e. &e. 



Scene— Palenno. 
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THE TESPERS OF PALERMO. 

A TBA6EDY. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

ScENB I.-— ^ Valley, loith Vineyards and Cottages, 

Orcups <tf Peasants-^PnocwAj disguised as a Pilgrimf 
among them. 

First Peasant. At, this was wont to be a festal time 
In days gone by ! I can remember well 
The old TamiUar melodies that rose 
At break of mom, from all our purple hills. 
To welcome in the vintage. Never sinee 
Hath music seem'd so sweet. But the light hearts 
Which to those measures beat so jojrously 
Are tamed to stillness now. There is uo voice 
Of joy through all the land. 

Second Peasant, Yes ! there are sounds 

Of revelnr within the palaces, 
And the fair castles ofoor ancient lords, 
Where now the stranger banquets. Ye may hear, 
From thenee the peaB of song and laughter rise 
At midnight*s deepest hour. 

Third Peasant, Alas ! we sat 

In happier days, so peacefully beneath 
The obves and the vines our father's rear'd, 
£ncirclt>d by our children, whose quick steps 
Flew by us m the dance ! The time hath been 
When peace was in the hamlet, wheresoever 
The storm might gather. But this yoke of France 
Falls on the peasant's neck as heavily 
As on the crested chieftain's. .We are bow'd 
E'en to the earth. 

Peasant's Child. My father, tell me when 

Sball the gay dance and song again resound 
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Amidst our ohennit-woods, m in Hioie da js 
Of which thoa^ wont to tell the joyont tak ? 

First Peagom. When there are light and reekleia beartg 
once more 
In Sicily's green ndsi. Alas ! my boy. 
Men meet not now to quaff the flowing bowl, 
To hear the mirthfol soog, and cast aside 
The weight of work-day care :*-4hey meet to speak 
Of wrongs and sorrows, and to whisper thoughts 
They dare not breathe aiond. 

Proeida {from the back-ground) . Ay, it is well 

So to relieve tb' o'erburthenM heart, which pants 
Beneath its weight of wrongs i bat better far 
In silence to avenge them { 

An old Peasant. What deep voice 

Came with that startling tone ? 

Fint Peaeant, It was onr nest's^ 

The stranger pilgrim, who hath sojoiim'd here 
Since yester*mom. Good neighboors, mark him well : 
He hath a stately bearing, and an eye 
Whose glance looks thrcms^ the heart His mien afoorda 
HI with such vestments. How he folds round him 
His pilgrim-cloak, e'en as it were a robe 
Of knightly ermine ! That commanding step 
Should have been used in courts and camps to move. 
Mark him ! 

Old Peasant. Nay, rather, mark him not : the tioMt 
Are fearfuL and they teach the boldest hearts 
A cautious lesson. What should bring him here ? 

A Youth. He spoke of vengeance ! 

Old Peasant. Peace ! we are betet 

By snares on every side, and we must learn 
In silence and in patience to endure. 
Talk not of vengeance, for the word is death. 

Proeida (coming forward indignaKtl^). The word is 
death! And what hath life for fAts, 
That thou shouldst cling to it thus? thou abject thing! 
Whose very soul is moulded to the yoke, 
And stamped whh servitude. What! is it life, • 
Thus at a breeze to start, to school thy voice 
Into low fearinl whfapers. and to cast 
Pale jealous looks around thee, lest, e'en theft, 
Stran^jrers should catch its «eho ?**Is there aiq^ * 
In ths so precious, that thy fnrrow'd cheek 
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U bkuMh'd with tsrror «t tlie ntsuf timght 
Of hazarding some few and enl days, 
Whieh drag this poorly on ? % 

Some if the PeaeanU. Away, tway I 

lieaye us, for there Is danger in thy presence. 

Proddii, Why, what is danger ?»Are there deeper iOs 
Than those Te bear thus calmly ? Te have dninM 
The cap of bitteniess, ttU nao^ht remains 
To fear or shrink from— therefore, be yt strong ! 
Power dwelleth with despair. — Why start ye thoa 
At words which are bat echoes of tne thoughts 
Locked in yoar secret soals ? — ^FaU well I know, 
Hiere is not one aiAonfi^ yoa, bat hath nursed 
Some proud indignant feeling, which doth make 
One conflict of his life. I uiow thy wroites. 
And thine— and thine, — but if within your breasts 
There is no chord that fibrates to wty Toice^ 
Then fj»re ye well. 

A youth {commg forward) . No. no ! say 00, aay on ! 
There are still free and fiery hearts e'en here. 
That kindle at thy words. 

PeosaiU. If that indeed 

Thou ha»t a hope to give us. 

Proeida* There is hopa 

For all who suffer with indignant thoughts 
Which work in silent strength. WhM ! think ye Hearen 
O'erlooks th' oppressor, if he bear awhfle 
His crested head on hiali ?— I tell you, no ! 
Th* avenger will not sleep. It was an hour 
Of triumph to the conqueror, when our king, 
Our young brave Conradin{in life's fair mom, 
On the red scaffold died. Yet not the less 
Is justice throned above ; and her good time 
Comes rushing on in storms : that royal blood 
Hath lifled an accusing voice from earth. 
And hath been heard. The traces of the past 
Fade in man^e heart, bat ne'er doth Heaven forget. 

PetuaiU. Had we but arms and leaden, we are men 
Who might earn vengeance yet $ but wanting these, 
What woohlst thou have us do ? 

Proeida. Batt|;ilant; 

And when ^ signal wi&ea the land, arise ! 
The peasant's arm Is strong, and there shall be „^,^,,^_, 
ArieVwdnobleharTeet.^WreyeweU. {JE^ Pr^<^^ 
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First Peasant. This man ahonld be a prophet : how he 
seemM 
To read our hearts with his dark searchine glance 
And aspect of command ! And yet his gan> 
Is mean as ours. 

Second Peasant. Speak low ; I know^iim well. 
At first his voice disturb'd me like a dream 
Of other days ; but I remember now 
His form, seen oft when in my yonth I senred 
Beneath the banners of our kmgs. 'Tis he 
Who hath been exiled and proscribed so long, 
The Coont di Procida. 

Peasant. And is this he ? 

Then Heaven protect him ! for aroond his steps 
Will many snares be set. 

First Peasant. He comes not thos 

Bat with some mighty porpose ; doubt it not ; 
Perchance to bring us n«edom. He is one, 
Whose fiiith, through many a trial, hath been proved 
True to our native (irinces. But away ! 
The noon-tide heat is (>ast, and from tne seas 
Light gales are wandering through the vineyards : now 
We may resume our tolL [Eifeunt Peasants, 

Scene IL-^The Terrace qf a Castle. 

Eribert. Vittoria. 

Vittoria. Have I not told thee, that I bear a heart 
Blighted and cold ?— Th> a£fections of my youth 
Lie slumbering in the grave ; their fount is closed. 
And all the soft and playfhl tenderness 
Which hath its home in woman^s breast, ere yet 
Deep ^vrongs have searM it ; all is fled from mine. 
Urge me no more. 

Eribert. Olady! doth the flower 

That sleeps entomb'd through the lon^ wintiy storms 
Unfold its beauty to the breath of spring ; 
And shall not woman's heart, from chill despair, 
Wake at love's voice ? 

Vittoria. Love !— make love''s name thy spell, 
.^id I am strong ! — the very word calls up 
From the dark past, thoughts, feelings, powers, array'd 
In arms against thee ! — ^l^ow'st thou whom I lov'd. 
While my soul's dweUing-place was still on earth ? 
One who was bom for empire, and cndow'd 
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WUh tuek bidi %UU of princelj mn9si»f 
As boW'd «U hearts before him !— Was be not 
Brare, rogral^ beaiitiial?~Aiid sncb he died c 
He died !— but thoa forgotten ?— And thou 7t here. 
Thoa meet'st my glanee with tyta whiek eeUdSf lo<^M, 
—Coldly !— nay, rather with triumphant gaae. 
Upon his mnrder !— l>asolate aS t am, 
Tet in the mien of thine affianced hride^ 
. Oh, my lost Conradin ! there should he still 
Somewhat of loftinesa, which might o'erawe 
The hearts of thine i 



Eribert, HaaghlydilBie ! 

If thy pUDod hea^ to tenderness be closed. 
Know, danger is amand thee : ihiwi hast n>e* 
Thai, seek uty rain, andmy |>olnrer atone 
Can shield thee from their irta^ 

VUtoria» IVoren^al, tell 

'nnr tale of danger to some happy heart, 
Which hath its fittie itmrld of imd ones toand, 
For whom totretnMs ; aiid its tnmqiiil joys 
That make earth, Paradise. I stand alone ; 
—They that are Idest may fear* 

Eribert. U 6iere not oA^ 

Who ne'er eommandb in yain ?— 4»roiid lady, bend 
Thy spirit to ^ fhte ; (dk know that hm^ 
Whose car of tnnnmh in M* karthaai^e path 
O'er the bowM mtk of proatrale siciH^ 
Hath borne him to doioinion ; 1m« my buI'^ 
Charles of Aiyoo, decrees thy hand the boos 
My deeds haTe well-deserFed ; and who hafth fOtmt 
Against his mandates? 

Vittoria. Viceroy, UU 6i^ lord^ 

That e'en where chaias lie heatiest on the kusfl^ 
Souls may not all be fetter'd. Oft, ere now, 
Conquerors bare rock'd the earth, yet fail'd to tame ^ 
Unto their purposes, that restless me^ 
Inhabiting man's breast.-^A spaik bursts forth. 
And . 3 they ^rish ! — 'tis the fate of those 
Who sport with li^htniig^And it may be his. 
—.Tell nim I fear him no^ and thtts am free. 

Eribert, Tiswell. Then ncrre that lofty heart to bear 
The wrath which is not powerless. Tet again 
Bethink thee, la^ !— Lom m4y change-Hftotft changed 
To YMfilftnt haired oft, whoee skapleas eyt 
Still £ids what most It seeks for. Fare thee weU. 
—Look to H yet •— To-morrow I return. [Exit Ertberr- 
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VUtoria, To-morrow! — Some ere now have slept and 
dreamt 
Of morrows which ne'er dawn'd — or ne'er for thtm ; 
So silently their deep and still repose 
Hath melted into death ! — Are there not halms 
In nature's boundless realm, to pour out sleep 
Like this, on me ? — Yet should my spirft stul 
Endure its earthly bonds, till it could bear 
To ^ a glorious tale of his own isle, 
Free and avenged. — Thtm should'st be now at woric, 
In wrath, my native Etna ! who dost lift 
Thy spiry pillar of dark smoke so high. 
Through the red heaven of sunset !— sleep'st thon still. 
With all thy founts of fire, while spoilers tread 
The glowing vales beneath ? {Procida enJten diaguised,) 

Ha I who art thou. 
Unbidden guest, that with so mute a step 
Dost steal upon me.^ 

Procida, One, o'er whom hath pass'd 

All that can chanse man's aspect ! — Yet not long 
Shalt thou find sarety in forgetfulness. 
—I am he, to breathe whose name is perilous. 
Unless thy wealth could bribe the winds to silence. 
— Kuow'st thou this, lady ? [He shows a ring, 

Vittoria. Righteous Heaven ! the pledge 
Amidst his people from the scaffold thrown « 
By him who perish'd, and whose kingly blood 
E'en yet is unatoned.—- My heart beats hieh — 
— Oh, welcome, welcome ! thou art Procida^ 
Th' Avenger, the Deliverer! 

Procida, Call me so 

When my great task is done. Yet who can tell 
If the returned he welcome ?— Many a heart 
Is changed since last we met* 

Vittoria, Why dost thou gaze, 

With such a still and solemn earnestness, 
Upon my alter'd mien ? 

Procida, That I may read 

If to the widow'd love of Conradin, 
Or the proud Eribert's triumphant bride, 
I now intrust my fate. 

ViUoria, Thou, Procida ! 

That thou shouldst wrong me thus !-— Prolong thy gaze 
Till it hath Ibond an answer. 
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Procida, Tis enough. 

I find it in tby cheek, whote lapidchanee 
Is from death's hue to fever's ; in the wild 
Unsettled brightness of thy proud dark eye. 
And in thy wasted form. Ay, 'tis a deep 
And solemn joy, thus in thy looks to trace. 
Instead of youth's gay bloom, the characters 
Of noble sufferinj^ ;-«on thy brow the same 
Commanding spirit holds its native state 
Which coukf not stoop to yileness. Yet the voice 
Of Fame hath told afar that thou shouldst wed 
This tyrant, Eribert. 

VUtoria. And told it not 

A tale of insolent love repell'd with scorn, 
Of stem commands and tearfol menaces 
Met with indignant courage T — Procida ! 
It was but now that haugntify I braved 
His sovere^'s mandate, which decrees my hand. 
With Its fair appanage of wide domains 
And wealthy vassals, a most fitting boon. 

To recompense his crimes. — ^I smiled — ay, smiled 

In proud security ! for the high of heart 
Have still a pathway to escape disgrace. 
Though it be dark and lone. 

Prodda, Thou shalt not need 

To tread its shadowr mazes. Trust my words ; 
I tell thee^ that a spirit is abroad. 
Which will not slumber till its path be traced 
By deeds of fearful fame. Yittoria, live t 
It is most meet that thou shouldtt Jive, to see 
The mighty expiation ; for thy heart 
(Forgive me that I wrong'd its faith) hath nursed 
A hi^ majestic grief, whose seal is set 
Deep on thy marble brow. 

VUtoria. Then thou canst tell, 

By gazing on the wither'd rose, that there 
Time, or the blight, hath work'd !— Ay, this is in 
Thy vision's scope : but oh ! the things unseen. 
Untold, undreamt of, which like shadows pass 
Houriy o'er that mysterious world, a mind 
To rum struck by grief! — ^Yet doth my soul. 
Far, 'midst its darkness, nurse one foariog hope, 
Wherein is bright vitality.— 'Tis io see 
BU blood ave^;^ and his fiur heritage. 
My beantiful native land, in glory risen, 
Like a warrior lirom his slumbers ! 
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Pfodda, Hear'it thou not 

With what a de^ mi onimM* meaa, th« wmte 
Of oar mat mountidB frreib?— llere will be iomi 
A feaifU bont !— 'yittoria! bro«4 ao niorv 
In fUence o'er thy lorrewB, but fo forth 
Anudst thy Tawali^ (yet be secret ititt) 
And let thy breatfi gwe nuture lo the spatk 
Thoo 'It find abreadr IdfldHed. I move <ni 
In shadow, yet awakening in my path 
That whieh shall startle natiew. Fare liiee well. 

Vittoria, When shall we meet again ?— Are we not fh^Sb 
Whom most he lored on earth, and think'st thon not 
That lore e'en yet shall brinr hit spirit near 
While thus we hold ooamuiaion ? 

Proeida, Tes, I fee) 

Its breathing infloence idiilst I look on thee, 
Who wert its lu^ht in life. Vet will we not 
Make womanish tears our offering on biis tomb f 
He shall have nobler tribate !-^ mast hence. 
But thonsfaaltiOQn hear i|A9r^ Await the time. 

SciME UL-^Thit Su^-Mjufre. 

Raimond di P&oeiDA. Constance. 

Consfimee. There is a diadowlsr within yoor eye. 
Which hath of late been Heepening. Ton were went • 
Upon the clearness b( j^nr open brow 
To weir a brighter spirit, shedding ronnd 
Joy like onr southern snn. It is not well, 
If Yome dark thoos^ be gathering o^er your soul. 
To hide it from affectkm. Why is this, 
My RttmoBd, why is this ? 

Raimond. Oh! from the dreams 

Of jroath, sweet Consteneo, hath not manhood still 
A wild and stonny wakenittg ?•— They depart^ 
Light after light, onr rierioos ttfsions hAe, 
The Tagnely beavtifiiri till earth, onveil'^ 
Ides pde aronnd ; and life's realities 
Press on the sonl, from its nnfrithem'd depth 
Ronsiitf the fiery feelings, and mond thMghti^ 
In all their fearral strength !— ^TbeTtr thos. 
And doubly so with me; for I awoke 
With hirh asnirings, making it a eatae 
To breathe where noble minds ate bow'd, as here. 
—To breathe !~It is not breath ! . 
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Cotutance. I know ihy gntt, 

«*And is *t not mine T'^for thote devoted men 
Doom'd with their life to expiate some wild word, 
Bom of the social hour. On ! I have knelt, 
E'en at my brother'^ feet, with fmitless tears, 
Imploring him to spare. His heart is shot 
Ajsainst my voice ; yet will I not forsake 
T& cause of mercy. 

Raimond, Waste not thoa thy prayers, 

Ob, gentle love, for them. There N little need 
For Pity, thoaeh the galling chain be worn 
By some few slaves the less. Let them depart ! 
Tii^e is a worid beyond th' oppressor's reach, 
And thither lies their way« 

Corutance. Alas ! I see 

That some new wrong hath pierced yon to the soul. 

Raimond, Pardon, beloved Constance, if my words^ 
From feeling hourly stong, have caught, perchance, 
A tone of bitterness. — OhT when thme eyes, 
With their sweet eloquent thoughttulness, are fix'd 
Thus tendejIiJJNi mine, I should forget 
All else^^^Mfrsoft beams ; and yet I came 

CmuUmee. W&at? What wonldstthoo say? O speak !--^ 
Thoa wouldst not leave me ! 

Raimond, I have cast a cloud, 

Tbe shadow of dark thoughts and min'd fortunes. 
O'er thy brkht spirit. Haply, were I gone, 
I'hon woul£t resume thyseli, and dwell once more 
In the clear sunny light of youth and jov, 
E'en as before we met— before we loved,! 

Constance. This is but mockery. — ^Well thou know'st thy 
love 
Hath given me nobler being ; made my heart 
A home for all the deep sublimities 
Of strong affection ; and I would not change 
Th' exalted life I draw from that pure source. 
With all its chequerM hues of hope and fear, 
Ev'n for the brightest calm. Thoa most mUdnd 1 
Have I deserved this ? 

Ramond, Oh ! thou hast deserved 

A love less fatal to thy peace than mine. 
Think not tis mockery ! — Bat I cannot rest 
To be the scom'd and trampled thing I am 
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In this degraded land. Its very skies, 
That smile as if but festivals were beld 
Beneath their cloudless azure, weifdi m» down 
With a dull sense of bondage, apd I pine 
For freedom's charter'd air. I would fgo fprHi 
To seek my noble father ; he hath been 
Too long a lonely exile, and his nao^B 
Seems fading in the dim tibscurity 
Which gathers round my fortunes. 

Corutance, Moft vt p«rt ? 

And is it come to this ?*-Oh ! I have still 
Deem'd it enou^ of joy with thee to shair« 
E'en grief itseu— -and now— but this is vaiil ; 
Alas ! too deep, ton fond, is woman's lore. 
Too full of hope, she casts on troubled wares 
The treasures of her soul ! 

Raitnond, Oh, speak not thus I 

Thy gentle and desponding tones fall cold 
Upon my inmost heart.— I ^ave thee but 
To be more worthy of a love like thine. 
For I have dreamt of fame !— A few short years, 
And we may yet be blest. 

Constance, A few short years ! 

Less time may well suffice for death and fate 
To work all chancre on earth !— To break the ties 
Which early love nad form'd ; and to bow down 
Th* elastic npirit, .and to bligl^ each flower 
Strewn in lite'e crowded path !-^Bttt be it so? 
Be it enough to know that ha|>pines9 
Meets thee on other shores. 

Raitnond. Where'er I roam 

Thou shalt be with my soul !-»Thy soft low voice 
Shall rise upon remembrance, like a strain 
Of music heard in boyhood, bringing back 
Life's morning freshnes«.^-Oh ! that thare should be 
Things, which we love with such deep tenderness, 
But, through that love, to learn how much of wo 
Dwells in one hour like this ! — Yet weep thtm not 1 
We shall meet soon ; and many days, dear love» 
Ere I depart. 

Constance. Then there 's a respite still. 

Days !— not a day but in its course may bring 
Some strange vicissitude to turn aside 
Th* impencung blow w shrink from.— Fare thee well. 

{returni/n^y 
~0h, Raimond ! this is not our last farewell ? 
Thou wottldst not so deceive m«i? ^ . 
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iUmMoiMi. Doubt me not, . 

(Gentlest and best beloved ! we meet again. ' 

[Exit Constance. 

Raimond {after a paute). When shall I breathe in free- 
dom, and give seope, 
To those untameable and bnming thoughts, 
And restless aspirations, which eonsame 
My heart i' th' land of bondage ?— Oh ! with yon, 
Te everlasting images of power. 
And of infinity ! thoa bine-roiling deep. 
And you, ye stars ! whose beams are charaeters 
Wherewith the oracles of fate are traced; 
With you my soul finds roomf and casts aside 
The weight that doth oppress her. — But my thoughts 
Are wandering far : there should be one to share 
This awful and msgestic solitude 
Of sea and heaven with me. (Procida enters unobterved,) 

It is the hoar 
He named, and yet he comes not. 

Procida {coming forward). He is here. 

Raimond. Now, thou mysteriooi stranger, Umo^ whoM 



Doth fix itself on memory, and pursue 
Thought, like a spirit, haunting its lone hours ; 
Reveal thyself; what art thau? 

Procida. One, whose life 

Hath been a troubled stream, and m&dt its way 
llurough rocks and darkness, and a thoosaBd stornis. 
With still a mighty aim. — But now the shades 
Of eve are gathering round me, and I come 
To this, my native land, that I may rest 
Beneath its vines in peace. 

Raimond. Seek'st thoo for peaee ? 

This is no land of peaee : unless that deep 
And voiceless terror, which doth freeze men's thoughts 
Back to their sooree, and mantle its pale mien 
With a dull hollow semblance of repose, 
Maysob»caUU 

Procida. There are 8U<*h calms foil oft 

Pteeeding earthouakes. But I have not been 
66 vainly sehoord by fortune, and inured 
To shape mT course on peril's dizzy brink, 
That it should irk my snirit to put on 
Such guise of hush'd iubmissiVfness as best 
BI17 suit the troubled aspect oi the times. 
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RaiHumd. Why, then, thoa art welcome, atnager ! to the 
land 
Where mo«t diiniise is needfiil. — ^He were bold 
Who now ihonld wear his thoughts upon his brow 
Beneath Sicilian skies. The brother's eje 
Doth search distrustfaUy the brother's face ; 
And friends, whose undivided lires have drawn 
Viom the same past, their lon^ remembrances. 
Now meet in terror, or no more ; lest heaitf 
Fall to o'erflowing, in their social hour, 
Should pour out some rash word, which roving winds 
Might whisper to our conqneroia.'— This it is, 
To wear a foreign yoke. 

Proeida, It matters not 

To him who holds the mastery o'er his spirit. 
And can suppress its workings, till endurance 
Becomes as nature. We can tame ourselves 
To all extremes^ and there is that in life 
To which we clmg with most tenacious grasp, 
Ev'n when its lof^ claims are all reduced 
To the poor common privilege of breathing.^- 
Wl^ doft thou turn away ? 

Rahnond, What wooldst thou with me ? 

I deem'd thee, by th' ascendant soul which lived. 
And made its throne on thy commanding brow, 
One of a soverei(|n nature, which woold soom 
So to abase its high capacities 
For anght on earuu But thou art like the rest 
What wooldst thon with me ? 

Proeida. I wonld counsel thee. 

Thou must do that which men— ay, valiant men,— 
Hourly submit to do ; in the proud court, 
And in the stately camp, and at the board 
Of midnight revellers, whose flosh'd mirth is all 
A strife, won hardly.— Where is he, whose heart 
lies bare, through all its foldings, to the gaze 
Of mortal eye ?— If vengeance wait the foe. 
Or fate tii' oppressor, 'tis in depths conceal'd 
Beneath a smiling surface. — Youth ! I say 
Keep thy soul down ! — ^Put on a mask !— ^ won 
Alike by power and weakness, and the smooth 
And specious intercourse of life requires 
Its aid in every scene. * 

Rtdmand, Awi^, dissembler f 

Life hath its high and its >«^obie tasks, 
Fitted to every nature. Will the free 
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, „ kflooptole«nitlie«rto 
Bj which the terpeiit wins his spell-boiind prey ? 
It is because I wul not clothe myself 
Id a vile garb of coward semblances, 
That now, e'en now, I tttmgale with mr heart, 
To bid what most I love a long farewell. 
And seek mj country on some distant shore, 
Where such thinfs are unknown I 

Pracida {exuitingl$y. Why, this is joy ! 

After a long conflict wim the doubts and fears, 
And the poor subtleties of meaner minds, 
To meet a spirit, whose bold elastic wing 
Oppression hath not crush'd.— High-hearted youth ! 
Thy father, should his footsteps rer again 
Visit these shores^ 

Rainumd, My father! what of Imn ? 

Speak ! was he known %o thee T 

Prodda. In distant lands 

With him Fve trarersed many a wild, and look'd 
On many a danger J and (he thought that thou 
Wert smiling then m peace, a hapuy boy, 
Oft through the storm hath cheer d him. 

Rttimond, Dost thou deem 

That still he lives?— Oh ! if it be in chains. 
In wo, in porerty's obscurest ceil, 
Say but he liTes— and J will track his stepa 
E'en to earth's verge ! 

Proeida, It may be that he lives : 

Hworii long hii nane halfi ceased to be a word 
Famiuar in man's dwellings. But its sound 
May yet be heard !•— RainKnid di Proeida, 
«-£iememberest thou thy father ? 

Raimond, From my mind 

His form hath iSnded long, knf years have piUM'd 
Since he went forth to exile : but a vague, 
Tet powerful, usage of deep majesty. 
Still dimly gathering round each thought of him. 
Doth claim instinctive reverence ; and my love 
For his inspiring nama hath long become 
Part of my being. 

Proeida, Raimond ! doth no voice 

Speak to thy soul, and teU thee whose the arms 
Tliat would enfold thM bow 7— My son ! my son ! 

0* 
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Raimand. Father !— Oh God !*iiiy ftlhor ! Nowl kwiw 
Why my heart woke before thee i 

Ptocida, Oh! thiihoor 

rthoaartall 
s! 

Raimond, Tet why ao long. 

E'en an a stranger, hast ^ou croM'd my paths, 
One nameless and onknown ? — and yet 1 felt 
Bach pulse within me thrilling to thy voioe. 

Procida. Because I would not link thy fate with mine. 
Till I could hail the day-spring of that hope 
Which now is gathering nmnd as.— Listen, youth ! 
T/um hast told me of a subdued, and scom'a. 
And trampled land, whose very soul is bow'd 
And fashion'd to her chains : — but / teU thee 
Of a most g^enerons and devoted land, 
A land of kmdline energies ; a land 
Of glorious recolfectious !— proudly true 
To the high memory of her ancient kinga, 
And rising, in miyestic scorn, to cast 
Her alien bondage off! 

Raiwwnd, And where is this ? 

Prodda, Here, in oar isle, our own lair Sicily ! 
Her spirit is awake, and moying on. 
In its deep silence mightier, to regun 
Her place amount the nations ; and the hour 
Of that tremendous effort is at hand. 

Raimond, Can it be thus indeed ?-*Thoa poor'st new life 
Through all my bumiue veins ! — ^I am as one 
Awakening from a chili and death- like sleep 
To the full glorious day. 

Prodda, Thou shalt hear more ! 

Thou shalt hear thin^ which would,— which wUl arouse 
The proud, free spirits of our ancestors 
E'en from their marble rest. Yet mark me well ! 
Be secret ! — for along my destin'd oath 
I yet must darkly move.— Now, follow me ; 
Ajid join a band of men, in whose high hearts 
There lies a nation's strength. 

Ramond, My noble father ! 

Thy words have given me all for which I pined — 
An aim, a hope, a purpose ! — And the bkxNl 
Doth rush in warmer currents through my veins, 
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Aa a bri^t fomtain firom its icy bonds 
By tiie ^ek raii-stroke freed. 

Ptocida, y Aj, this k well! 

finch natorefl bunt men'a ehains !— >Kow, follow me. 

[Exeunt* 



ACT THE SECOND. 

Scene L—Apartment in a Palace, 
EaiBERT. Constance. 
Constance. Will yon not hear me ?*-0h ! that they who 



Hooriy foririTeiiesf , they who do bat lire. 
While mercy's voice, beyond th' eternal stars, 
Wins the ^at Judge to listen, shoold be thos, 
In their ram exercise ofpageant power, 
Hard and relentless ! — Gentle brother, yet, 
'TIS in yoor choice to imitate that Heaven 
Whose noblest joy is pardon. 

Eribert. 'Tis too late. 

Ton have a soft and moving voice, which pleads 
With eloquent melody — but they most die. 

Ccneiance. What, die !— for words ?— for breath, which 
IcAves no trace 
To sully the pare air, wherewith if blends. 
And is, being atter'd, gone ?— Why twere enongh 
For snch a venial fatut, to be deprived 
One little day of man's free heritage, 
Heaven's warm and sann^ light !~Oh ! if you deem 
That evil harbours in their souls, at least 
Delay the stroke, till gnilt made manifest, 
Shall bid stem Justice wake. 

Eribert, 1 am not one 

Of those weak spirits, that timorousbrkeep watch 
For fair occasions, thence to borrow noes 
Of virtue for their deeds. My school hath been 
Where power sits crown'd and arm'd.— And, mark me, sis*- 

ter] 
To a distrustful nature it might seem 
Strange, that your lips thus earnestly should plead 
For these SiciUdn rebels. 0*er my being 
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Snspieicm holds no power.— »ABd yet take aete. 
— I luiTe sud, and they nmst die. 

ConsUtnee, Have you no fear ? 

Eribert, Of wliat ?-4liat hearen should fall f 

Corutanee, N o ! — bu Mhat-earth 

Should arm in madness. «— Brother ! I have seen 
Dark eyes bent on ynn, e'en *mid«t festal throngti 
With such deep hatred settled in their glance, 
My heart hath died within me. 

Eribert, Am I then 

To pause, and doubt, and shrink, beeause a girl, ^ 

A dreaming girl, hath trembled at a look ? 

Cotutanee. Oh ! looks are no illusions, when the soul, 
Which may not rpeak in words, can find no way 
But theirs, to liberty !— Have not these men 
Brave sons, or noble brothers ? 

Eribert. Tes! whose niuiae 

It rests with me to make a word of fear, 
A sound forbidden 'midst the haunts of men. 

Constance, But not forgotten !-^ Ah ! bewan, bewart! 
— ^Nay, look not sternly on me. — ^There it one 
Of that devoted band, who yet will need 
Teard to be ripe for death. — He is a youth, 
A very boy, on whose unshaded cheek 
The spring-time glow is lingering. 'Twas but now 
Him mother left ote, with a timid hope 
Just dawning in her breast >— and 1 — ^I dared 
To foster its faint spark.— To« smile !— Oh ! then 
He wUl be sa^ed ! 

Eribert, Nay, I but smiled to think 

What a tond fool is hope ! — She may be taught 
To deem that the great sun wiU diange his course 
To work her pleasure ; or the tomb give back 
Its inmates to her arms. — In sonth, 'tis strange ! 
Tet, with your pityiue heart, you ehould not thus 
Have mock'd the boy's sad mother— I have said. 
You should not thus haye tnBek*d her I— Now, nrewdl. 

[jExit ERIMtRT. 

Conetanee, Oh, brother f hard of heart !— for deeds like 
these 
There must be fearful chastening, if on high 
Justice doth hold her (»tate. - And I mui»t ftU 
Yon desolate mother that her fkir young son 
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Is thus to perish !'— Haply the dread tale 

May slay MT too ;— for neaven is mercifuL 

--'Twiirbe a bitter task ! [Exit Constance. 



Scene n.— ^ ruined TVnoer, wrrounded by Woods, 

Procida. Yittoeia. 
Procida. Thy yassids are prepared then ? 

ViUoria, Tes, they wait 

Thy sQnunoDS to their task. 

Procida, Keep the flame bright, 

Bat hidden, till this hoar.— Wonldst thoa dare, lady, 
To join oar eoondls at the nu^ht's mid- watch, 
In the lone cavern by the ro<£-hewn cross ? 

VUtoria, What shoohl I shrink from ? 

Procida. Oh! the forest paths 

Are dim and wild, e'en when the sunshine streams 
Throogh their high arches : bat when powerfiil night 
Comes, with her cloudy phantoms, and her pale 
Uncertain moonbeams, and the hollow sooads 
Of her mysterious winds ; their aspect then 
Is of anotner and more fearful world ; 
A realm of indistinct and shadowy forms, 
Wakening strange thoughts, almost too much for this, 
Onr frafl terrestrial nature. 

ViUoria, Well I know 

All this, and more. Such scenes have been th' abodet 
Where through the silence of my soul have pass'd 
Voices, and visions from the sphere of those 
That have to die no more ! — Nay, doubt it not ! 
If such unearthly intercourse hath e'er 
Been granted to onr nature, 'tis to hearts 
Whose love is with the dead. They, they alone, 
Unmadden'd could sustain the fearful joy 
And eloryof its trances !^-at the hour 
Whicn makes guilt tremulous, and peoples earth 
And air with infinite, viewless multituaes, 
1 will be with thee, Procida. 

Procida. Thy presence 

WiO kindle nobler thoughts, and, m the souls 
Of suffering and indignant men, arouse 
That which may stri»gthen our majestic cause 
Wm yet a deeper power.— Know'st thou the spot ? 
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ViUoria, Fall well. There it no foeiis lo wild and late 
In these dim woods, bnt I hare visited 
Its tangled shades. 

Procida, At midnight then we meet. 

[Exit Procida. 

ViUaria. Why should I fear ?— Thoa wiU be with me, 
thoo, 
Th* immortal dream and shadow of my aool. 
Spirit of him 1 love ! that meet'st me still 
In loneliness and silence ; in the noon 
Of the wild night, and in the forest-depths, 
Known bnt to me ; fdr whom thoa gir'st the winds 
And sighing leaves a cadence of thy voice, 
Till my heart faints with that o'erthrilling joj ! 
—Thoa wilt be with me there, and lend my lipa 
Words, fiery words, to flash dark cheeks with shame, 
That thou art unavenged ! {ExU Vittoru. 

BcEMB m.— ^ Chapel, wUh a Monumtni^ on which it ImA 
a SwartL-^Mif^iUight, 

Progida. Raimokd. Montalba. 
Montalba, And know you not my story ? 

Proeida, la the lands 

Where I have been a wanderer, your deep wrong* 
Were numberM with our country's ; bat their tale 
Came onljr in faint echoes to mine ear. 
I would fain hear it now. 

Montalba, Hark ! while you spoke. 

There was a voice-like murmur in the breeze. 
Which ev*n like death came o'er me : — ^'twas a night 
Like this, of clouds contending with the moon, 
A night of sweepina winds, of rustling leaves. 
And Kwift wild snadows floating o'er uie eartn, 
Clothed with a phantom-life ; when, after yean 
Of battle and captivity, I spurr'd 
My good steed homewards. — Oh ! what lovely dreams 
Rose on my spirit * — ^There were tears and smiles. 
But all of joy !— And there were bounding steas. 
And clinging arms, whose passionate clasp of love 
Doth twine so fondly round the warrior's ned^ 
When his plumed hekn is delTd.— Hence, feeble thoaahti ! 
—I am sterner now, yet once such dreams were iitiae ? 

Raimond* And were they realiz'd? 
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MotOalbu. Toath! Askii|«iio(, 

But iiaten!— I drew near my own hit 1m«m ; 
There was no light along its walls, no MMUid 
Of bogle pealing frooi the watek-tower's height 
At my approach, although my trampling iteed 
Made the earth ring ; yet the wide gatet were thrown 
All open.— ^en mj heart miigaTe me first, 
And on the threshold of my silent hail 
I paused a moment, and the wind swept by 
With tha same deep and dirge-like tone which pierced 
My soul e*en now. — I eall'd^my stmegliiig voice 
CkiTC utterance to npiy wile's, my children^, names ; 
They answer'd not— I roused my failing strength. 
And wildly rushM within— And they were thm* 

Raiwumd, And was all well 7 

Montalba. Ay, well !-^or death is well, 

And they were all at rest !— I see them yet, 
Pale in tneir innocent beauty, which had failed 
To stay th' assassin's arm ! 

Raimond. Oh, righteous Heaveii ! 

Who had done this ? 

MorUalba. Who ! 

Proeida. Canst thou question, who ? 

Whom hath the earth to perpetrate such deeds, 
In the cold-blooded revelry of crime, 
But those whose yoke is on us ? 

Ramond, Man of wo ! 

What words hath pity for despair like thine ? 

Montalba. Pity!— fond youth!— My soul disdains the 
grief 
Which doth unbosom its deep secrecies, 
To ask a Tain companionship of tears, 
And so to be reliered ! 

Proeida, For woes like these, 

There is no sympathy but Tcngeance. 

Montaiba, None ! 

Therefore I brought you hither, that your hearts 
Might catch the spirit of the scene !— Look round ! 
We are in the awful presence of the dead ; 
Within yon tomb tkiff sleep, whose gentle blood 
Weighs down the murderers sonl.-^TI^ sleep !-«-hnt I 
Am wakefol o'er their dns^ !— I laid my sword, 
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Without its sheath, on their sepnlohral stone, 
As on an altar ; and th* eternal stars, 
itnd heaven, and night, bore witness to my tow, 
No more to wield it save in one great cause. 
The vengeance of the grave !— And now the hoar 
Of that atonement comes ! 

[He taket the eword from the iomk. 

Raimond. Mj spirit burns ! 

And my full heart almost to burstmg swells. 
--Oh ! for the day of battle ! 

Prodda. Raimond, they 

Whose souls are dark with guiltless blood most die ; 
•—Bat not in battle. 

Raitnond. How, my father ? 

Prodda. No ! 

Look on that sepulchre, and it will teach 
Another lesson.— But th* appointed hoar 
Advances. — Thou wilt join our chosen band, 
Noble Montalba? 

MorUalba. Leave me for a time. 

That I may calm my soul by intercourse 
With the stiU dead, before I mix with men. 
And with their passions. I have nursed for years, 
In silence and in solitude, the flame 
Which doth consume me ; and it is not used 
Thus to be look'd or breath'd on. — Procida ! 
I would be tn&quil — or appear so — ere 
I join your brave confederates. Through my heart 
lliere struck a pang — but it will soon have passM. 

Procida, Remember t^is the cavern by the cross. 
Now, follow me, my son. [£kDeunt Procida and Raimond. 

Montalba {trfler apduse, leaning on the tomb). Said he, 
**my ton T'— Now, why should this man's life 
Go down in h<^, thus resting on a son, 
And I be desolate ?— How strange a sound 
Was that— *'nw ton /"—I had a boy, who might 
Have worn as nee a soul upon his brow 
As doth this youth.— *Why should the thought of him 
Thus haunt me ?— when I tread the peopled ways 
Of life again, I shall be i>assM each hour 
By fathers with their children, and I must 
Iieam calmly to look on.— Methinks 'twere now 
A ffloomy consolation to behold 
All men bereft, as I am l-^But away, 
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Tain thoughts ! — One tagk is left for blighted hearts, 

And it shidl be folfillM. [ExU Moxtalba. 

ScBNB TV.^Eniranee cf a Cace, surrounded by Rock$ and 
Fortiia. A rude Cron $een among the Roeka» 

PKOCIDA. RftUfOND. 

Procida, And it is thus, beneath the solemn skies 
Of midnight, and in solitary caves, 
Where the wild forest>creatiiree make their lair,-^ 
. b >t thos the chieis of Sicily must hohl 
The coimcils of their coontry ? 

Raimonds Why such scenes 

In their primeyal majesty, beheld 
Thus by &int starlight, and the partial i^are 
Of the red-streaming la?a, will inspire 
Far deeper thooghts than |>illar'd halls, wherein 
Statesmen hold weary vigils.— Are we not 
O'ershadow'd by that Etna, which of old 
With its dread prophecies, hath struck dismay 
Through tyrants' hearts, and bade them seek a home 
In other chmes ? — Hjffk ! firom its depths e'en now 
What hollow moans are sent ! 

Enter Montalba, Ouido, and other Sicilians. 
Procida, Welcome, my brare associates t—We can share 
The wolf's wild freedom here !— Th' oppressor's haunt 
Is not 'midst rocks and caves. Are we all met 7 

SiciUane. All, all ! 

Procida. The torch-light, swayed by every gust, 
But dimly shows your featnres.~>Where is he 
Who from his battles had retum'd to breathe 
Once more, without a corslet, and to meet 
The voices, and the footnteps, and the smiles, 
Blent with his dreams of home ?— Of that dark tale 
The rest is known to vengeance ! — Art thou here. 
With thy deep wrongs and resolute despair, 
Childless Montalba? 

Montalba {advancing). He is at thy side. 

Gallon ' "^ • '" " 

Whenl 



Call on that desolate father, in the hoqr 
en his revenge is nigh. 



Procida, Thou, too, come forth. 

From thine own halls an exile !— Dost thou make^ 
The mountain-fastnesses thy dwelling still. 
While hostile banners, o'er thy rampart walls. 
Wave their proud blazonry ? 
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Pint Sicilian, Even so. I stood 

last night before my own ancestral towers 
An unknown outcast, while the tempest beat 
On my bare head — what reck'd it ?— There wlks joy 
Withm, and revelry ; the festive lamns 
Were streaming from each turret, and m songs, 
I' th' stranger's tongue, made mirth. They little deemed 
Who heard their melodies !— but there are thoughts 
Best nurtured in the wild ; there are dread tows 
Known to the mountain-echoes. — Procida ! 
Call on the outcast when revenge is nigh. 

Proddii. I knew a young Sicilian, one whose heart 
Should be all fire. On that most guilty day. 
When, with our martyred Conradin, the flower 
Of the land*s knighthood perish'd ; he, of whom 
I speak, a weepiner boy, wnose innocent tears 
Melted a thousand hearts that dared not aid, 
Stoou by the scafibld, with extended arms, 
Calling upon his father, whose last look 
Tura*d full on him its partins agony. 
That father's blood gush'd o*er him !— and the boy 
Then dried his tears, and, with a kindling eye, 
And a proud flush on his Vonne cheek, look'd up 
To the bright heayen.— Doth he remember still 
That bitter hour? 

Second Sicilian* He bears a sheathless sword I 

^Oail on the orphan when revenge is nigh. 

Procida, Our band shows gallantly-— but there are men 
Who should be with us now, had they not dared 
In some wild moment of festivity 
To give their lull hearts way, and breathe a wish 
For freedom !— and some traitor-^t might be 
A breeze perchance— bore the forbidden sound 
Tp Eribert:— so they must die—unless 
Fate (who at times is wayward) should select 
Some other victim first !— But have they not 
Brothers or sons among us ? 

Cfvido, Look on me ! 

I have a brother, a young high-soul'd boy. 
And beautiful as a sculptor's dream, with brow 
That wears, amidst its dark rich curls, the stamp 
Of inborn nobleness. In truth, he is 
Aglorious creature ! — But his doom is sealed 
With their*s of whom you spoke ; and I have knelt — 
— Ay, scorn me not ! 'twas lor his life — I knelt 
E'en at the viceroy's feet, and he put on 
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That heartless laugh of cold malignity 
We know to well, and spurn'd me.— But the stain 
Of shame like this, takes blood to wash it off, 
And thu it shall be canceli'd !— Call on me, 
When the stern moment of revenge is nigh. 

Procida. I call upon thee now ! The land's high soul 
Is roused, and moving onward, like a breeze 
Or a swift sunbeam, kindling nature's hnes 
To deeper life before it. In his chains, 
The peasant dreams of freedom ! — ^Ay, 'tis thus 
Oppression fans th' imperishable flame 
With most unconscious hands.— No praise be her*s 
For what she blindly works ! — ^When slaTeiy's cup 
O'erflows its bounds, the creeping poison, meant 
To dull our senses, through each Duminjg rein 
Pours fever, lending a delirions stren|rth 
To burst man's fetters— and they thtui be burst ! 
I have hoped, when hope seemed frenzy ; but a power 
Abides in human will, when bent with strong 
Unswerving enerty on one great aim, 
To make and rule its fortunes !— I have been 
A wanderer in the fulness of my years, 
A restless pilgrim of the earth and seas, 
Gkithering the generous thoughts of other lands, 
To aid our holy cause. And aid is near : 
But we must give the signal. Now, before 
The majesty of yon pure Heaven, whose eye 
Is on our hearts, whose rizhteous arm befriends 
The arm that strikes for freedom ; speak ! decree 
The fate of our oppressors. 

Montalba. Let them fall 

When dreaming least of peril !— When the heart, 
Basking in sunny pleasure, doth forget 
That hate may smile, but sleeps not. — Hide the sword 
With a thick veil of myrtle, and in halls 
Of banouetiug, where the full wine-cup shines 
Red in tne festal torch-light ; meet we there. 
And bid them welcome to the feast of death. 

Procida. Thy voice is low and broken, and thy words 
Scarce meet our ears. 

Montalba, Why, then, I thus repeat 

Their import. Let th' avenging sword burst forth 
In some tree festal hour, ana wo to him 
Who first shall spare! 

Jtaimond, Must innocenee and guilt 

Perish alike ? 
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Montalba. Who talki of innocenee ? 

When hath their hand been stay'd for innoeence 7 
Let them all perish !— UeaTen wiU choope its owtu 
Why should their children IItc ? — The earthquake whelms 
Its ondistinguishM thousands, makinr graTes 
Of peopled cities in its path--and this 
Is Heaven's dread justice — ay, and it is well ! 
Why then should we be tender, when the skies 
DesJ thus with man ?— What, if the infant bleed ? 
Is there not power to hush the mother's pan^s ? 
What, if the youthful bride perchance sboufd fall 
In her triumphant beauty ? — Should we pause ? 
As if death were not mercy to the pangs 
Which make our lives the records of our foes ? 
Let them all parish ! — And if one be found 
Amidst our band, to stay th' avenging steel 
For pity, or remorse, or boyish love, 
Then be his doom as theirs! [Apaute* 

Why gaze ye thus ! 
Brethren, what means your silence ! 

SiciUane. Be it so ! 

If one among us stay th' avenging steel 
For love or pity, be his doom as theirs ! 
Pledge we our faith to this ! 

Raimtmd {rtuhing forward indignantly). Oar faith 
to this ! 
P9o ! I but dreamt 1 heard it i— Can it be ? 
My conntiymen, my fiither f — Is it thus 
That freedom shoutd be won ? — Awake ! Awake 
To loftier thou^ti !— Lift up, ezoltingly. 
On the erown'd heights, and to the sweeping winds 
Your glorious banner ! — Let your trumpet's blast 
Make the tombs tbriU with echoes ! Call aloud, 
Proclaim from all your billa, the land shall bear 
The stranger's yoke no longer ! — What is he 
Who carnes on his practised lip a smile. 
Beneath his vest a dagger, which but waits 
Till the heart bounds with joj, to still its beatings ? 
That which our nature's instinct doth recoil from, 
And our blood curdle at— Ay. yours and mine — 
A murderer !-*Heard ye?— Shall that name with oan' 
Go down to after days ?— Oh, friends ! a cause 
Like that for which we rise, hath made bright names 
Of the elder time as raUying-words to men, 
Sounds full of might ano immortality ! 
And shall not onrs be such ? 
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Montalba, Fond dreamer, peace ! 

Fame ! What it fame? — ^Will our oncoiucioas dust 
Start into thrilliiu; raptnre from tiie grare, 
At the vain breath or praise ?— I tell ye, youth, 
Our soub are paroh'd with agonizing thirst, 
Which must be quench'd though death were in the dranght : 
We must haT« vengeance, for our foes have left 
No other joy unblighted. 

Procida. Oh! my son, 

The time is past for such high dreams as thine, 
Thou know'st not whom we deal with. Knightly faith, 
And cluFalrous hononr, are but things whereon 
They cast disdainfal pity. We must meet 
Falsehood with wiles, and insult with revenge. 
And. for our names— whatever the deeds, by which 
We burst our bondage — ^is it not enough 
That in the chronicle of days to come. 
We, through a bright < For Ever,' shall be call'd 
The men who saved their country 7 

Raimond, Many a land 

Hath bowM beneath the yoke, and then arisen, 
• As a strong lion rending silken bonds, 
And on the open field, before high Heaven, 
Won such m^estic vengeance, as hath made 
Its name a power on earth. — Ay, nations own 
It is enough of elory to be calPd 
The chihven ofthe mighty, who redeem'd 
Their native soil — bat not by means like these. 

Montalba. I have no children.— Of Montalba's blood 
Not one red drop doth circle through the veins 
Of anght that breadies ?— Why, what have / to do 
With far futurity ? — My spirit fives 
But in the past — Away ! when thou dost stand 
On this &ir earth, as doth a blasted tree 
Which the warm sun revives not, then return. 
Strong in thy desolation ; but till then, 
Thou art not for our purpose ; we have need 
Of more unshrinking hearts. 

Raimond, Montalba, know, 

I shrink from crime alone. Oh ! if my voice 
Might yet have power among vou, I would say, 
Associates, leaders, be avenged ! but yet 
As knights, at warriors ! 

Montalba. Peace ! have we not borne • 

Th' indelible taint of contumely and chains ? 

10* -. . 
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We are not knights and wurion.— Our bright cresU 
Have been defiled and trampled to the earth. 
Boy ! we are slaves— and our revenge shall be 
Deep as a slave's disgrace. 

Rainumd. Why, then farewell : 

I leave yon to yoor counsels. Bfe liiat still 
Would hold his lofty nature undebased, 
And his name pure, were but a loiterer here. 

Procida. And is it thus indeed ?— dost thou forsake 
Our cause, my son ! 

Ramond. Oh, father! what proud hopor 

This hour hath blighted !— yet, whatever betide 
It is a noble privilege to look up ... 

Fearless in heaven's bright face-— and this is mine, 
AndshaUbestilL- [fixaRAlMOND. 

Procida. He's gone !— Why, let it be ! 

I trust our Sicily hath many a sdn 
Valiant as mine. — Associates ! — 'tis decreed 
Our foes shall perish.— We have but to name 
The hour, the scene, the signal. 

Montalba, It should be 

In the full city, when some festival 
Hath gathered throngs, and luUM infatuate hearts 
To bnef security. Hark ! is there not 
A sound of hunyingfootsteps on the breeze ? 
We are betrayM.---Who art thou ? 

ViTTOBiA enters, 

Procida, ., One alone 

Should be thus darine. Lady, lift the veil 
That shades thy noble brow. , , . , 

{She raieee her veil, the Sicilians draw backvnthrespect, ) 

Sicilians. Th' affianced bride 

Of our lost king ! 

Procida, And more, Montalba ; know 

Within this form there dwells a soul as high. 
As warriors in their battles e'er have proved, 
Or patriots on the scaffold. 

VUtoria, Valiant men f 

I come to ask your aid. You see mc, one 
Whose widowM youth hath all been consecrate 
To a prodd sorrow, and whose life is held 
In token and memorial of the dead. 
Say, is it meet that, Ungeriiig thus <« earth, 
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Bat to behold one great atonement made, 

And keep «ne name irom fading in men^s heaitii; 

A tyrant's will should force me to profane 

Heaven's altar with unhallow'd tows — and live 

Stnng by the keen unutterable scorn 

Of my own bosom, liTe— another's bride ? 

Sicilians, Never, oh, never !— fear not, noble lady ! 
Worthy of Conradin I 

Vittoria. Yet hear me still. 

JETif bridej that Eribert's. who notes our tears 
With his msulting eye of cold derision, 
And, could he pierce the depths where feeling works, 
Would number e'en oar agonies arcrimes. 
— Say, is this meet ? 

Gtudo. We deem'd these nuptials, lady. 

Thy willing choice ; but 'tis a joy to find 
Thou art noble still. Fear not: by all our wroD8:8 
This shall not be. 

Procida. Yittoria, thou art come 
To ask our aid, but we have need of thine. 
Know, the completion of our high designs 
Requires — a festival: and it must be 
Thy bridal ! 

ViUoria, Procida ! 

Procida. Nay, start not thus. 

'Tis no hard task to bind your raven hair 
With festal garlands, and to bid the song 
Rise, and the wine-cup mantle. No^nor yet 
To meet your suitor at the eMtterins shrine, 
Where death, not love, awaits him! 

Vittaria, Can my sonl 

Dissemble thus ? 

Procida. We have no other means 

Of winning our great birthright back from those 
Who have usorp'd it, than so lulling them 
Into vain confidence, that they may deem 
All wrongs forgot ; and this may best be done 
By what I aak of thee. 

Montalba. Then will we mix 

With the flnsh'd rerellert, making theirgay feast 
The hanroft of the grave. 

VUtoriii. ' A bridal day! 

—Mart it be fo ?— Then, chie& of )Sicily, 
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I bid yon to my nnptials ! but be tbere 

With your brigbt twordf onsheath'd, for thus alone 

My gnestfl shimkl be adoni'd. 

Procida. And M thy banqaet 

Be soon annomced, for there are noue men 
Sentenced to due, for whom we fain would purchase 
RepricTe with other blood. 

Vittoria. Be it then the day 

Rreoedini^ that appointed for their doom. 

Guido. My brother, thou shalt live !— Oppreiiioii boasts • 
No gift of prophecy !— It but remains ^ 

To name our signal, ehiefii ! 

Montalba. The Vesper-belL 

Prodda. Even so, the Vesper-belL whose de^toned peal 

Is heard o'er land and wave. Part of our band, 

Wearing the guise of antic revelry, 

Shall enter, as in some fantastic pageant. 

The halls of Eribert: and at the hour 

Pevoted to the sword's tremendous task, 

I follow with the rest— The Vesper-bell ! 

That sound shall wake th' avenger ; for 'tis come. 

The time when power is in a voice, a breath. 

To burst the spell which bound us. But the night 

Is waning, witn her stars, which, one by one. 

Warn us to part Friends, to your homes !— -your hotnei ? 

That name n yet to win.—Away, prepare 

For our next meeting in Palermo's walls. 

The Vesper-bell ! Remember! 
Sieiliana, Fear us not 

The Vesper-bell ! [Exeunt amnes, 

SNP OF ACT THE SECOND. 



ACT THE THIRD. 

Scene L^Apartment in a Palace, . 

Eribert. Vittoria. 
ViUoria, Speak not of love— it is a word with deep, 



Strange magic in its melancholy sound. 

To summon up the dead ; and they should rest. 

At such an hour, forgotten. There are things 
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YTe must throw from ua, wben the heart would gather 
Strength to fiilfil its settled purposes : 
Therefore, no more of love !— But, if to robe 
This form in bridal ornaments, to smile, 
(I can smUe yet,) at thy gay feast, and stand 
At th' altar by thy side ; if this be deem'd 
Enough, it smdl be done. 

Eribert. My fortune's star 

Doth rule th' ascendant still ! {AparU)-^U not of love, 
Then pardon, lady, that I speak of joy ^ 
And with exulting heart—— 

VittaHa. There is no joy ! 

— ^Who shall look through the far futurity, 
And, as the shadowy visions of events 
I>eveloi>e on his gaze, *mid$t their dim throng* 
Dare with oracular mien, to point, and say. 
** This will bring happiness /"—Who shall do this ? 
—Who, thou and I, and all I— There's One, who sitf; - 
In his own bright tranquillity enthroned, 
High o'er all storms, and lookiuf far beyond 
Their thickest donds ; but we, &om whose dull eyes 
A grain of dust hides the great snni e'en toe 
Usurp his attributes, and talk, as seers, 
Of future joy and grief I 

JSribert Thy words are strange* 

Tet will I hope that peace at lei^h shall settle 
Upon thy troubled heart, and add soft grace 
To thy majestic beauty.— Fan: Yittoiia ! 
Oh! if my cares— * 

ViUoria, I know a day shall come 

Of peace to all. Ev'n from my darken'd spirit 
Soon shall each restless wish be exorcised, 
Which haunts it now, and I shall then lie down 
Serenely to repose. Of this no more. 
—I have a boon to ask. 

EribtrU Command my power, 

And deem it thus most honour'd. 

ViUoria. Have I then 

Soar'd such an eagle-pitch, as to command 
The mightj Eribert ?— And yet 'tis meet ; 
Fori bethmk me now, I should have worn 
A erovm upon this forehead.— Generous lord ! 
Since thus you give m^ freedom, know, there is 
An hour I have loved from childhood, and a sound 
Whose tones, o'er earth and ocean sweetly bearing: 
A sense of deep repose, have luH'd me oft _ 
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To peace— which is forgetMness : I mean 
The Vesper-belL I pray you, let it be 
The soramons to oar hriaal — ^Hear yoa not^? 
To our fair bridal ! 

Erihert. Lady, let your will 

Appoint each circumstance. I am but too bless'd 
Proving my homage thus. 

Vittoria, Why, then, 'tis mine 

To rule the glorious fortunes of the day, 
And I may be content. Yet much remains 
For thought to brood on, and I would be left 
Alone with my resolves. Kind Eribert ! 
(Whom I command so absolutely.) now 
Part we a few brief hoars ; and doubt not, when 
I am at thy side once more, but I shall stand 
There— to the lasL • 

Eribert, Your smiles are troubled, ladj ; 

Ma^ they ere long be brighter ! — ^Time will seem 
Slow till the Vesper-belL 

Vittoria. 'Tis loTers' phrase 

To saj^— Time lass ; and therefore meet for you : 
But with an eqniu pace the hours move on. 
Whether they bear, on their swift silent wing. 
Pleasure or— fate. 

Eribert, Be not so full of thought 

On such a day. — Behold, the skies themselves 
Liook on my loy with a triumphant smile, 
Unshadow'd by a cloud. 

Vittoria, 'Tis very meet 

That Heaven (which loyes the just) should wear a smile 
In honour of his fortunes.— 'Now, my lord. 
Forgive me if I say, farewell, until 
Th' appointed hour. 

Eribert, Lady, a brief farewell. 

[Exeunt eeparatdy. 

Scene n. — The SeO'Shore. 

Procida. Raimond. 
Procida, And dost thou still refuse to share the glory 
Of this, our daring enterprise? 

Raimond, Oh, father! 

I too have dreamt of glory, alid the word 
Hath to my soal been as a trumpet's voice, 
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MfckJng my nature •leepless.-^Bnt the deeds 
Whereby Hwas won, the kish exploits, whose tale 
Bids the heart bum, were of another cast 
Than such as thou requirest. 

Procida, Every deed 

Hath sanetity, if bearing for its aim 
The Freedom of our country ; and the sword 
Alike is hononr'd in the patriot's hand, 
Searching, 'midst warrior-hosts, the heart which gave 
Oppression birth ; or flasiiing through the eloom 
Of the stiU chamber, o'er its troubled conch, 
At dead of night. 

Raimond {turning away). There is no path but one 
For noble natures. 

Proeitkk Bouldst thou ask the man 

Who to the earth haS dash'd a nation's chains. 
Rent as with HeaTen's own lightning, by what means 
The slorious end was won ? — Go, swell th' acclaim ! 
Bid the deliverer, hail ! and if his path 
To that most bright and sovereifrn destiny 
Hath led o'er trampled thousanos, be it oall'd 
A stem necessity, and not a crime ! 

Raimond, Father ! my soul yet kindles at the thought 
Of nobler lesions, in my boyhood leam'd 
Et'u from thy voice. — ^The high remembrances 
Of other day! are stirrinc in the heart .. 
Whm thou didst ^lant them ; and they speak of men 
Who needed no vain sophistry to gild 
Acts, that would bear Ueaven's light.— And such be mine ! 
Oh, father ! is it yet too late to draw 
The phase and blessing of all valiant hearts 
On our most righteous cause ? 

Procida. What wouldst thou do ? 

Raimond. I would go forth, and rouse th' indienant land 
To generous combat. Why should Freedom striKe 
Mantled with darkness ?— b there not more strength 
E'en in the waving of htt^mffie arm 
Than hosts can wield aJ^Bt ner 7—1 would rouse 
That spirit, whose fire ^n press resistless on 
To its proud sphere, the stormy field of fight ! 

Procida. Av ! and give time and warning to the foe 
To gather all his might !— It is too late. 
There is a work to be this eve begun. 
When rings the Vesper-bell ; and, long before 
To-morrow's sun hath reach'd i' th' noonday heaven 
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His throne of barning gloiy, trery good 

Of the ProreA^al tongue within our wallf, 

As by one thunderstroke— (yon are pale, my son)— 

Shall be for ever silenced. 

Raimond, What! fnehsoands 

As falter on the lip of infancy 
In its imperfect otterance ? or are breamed 
By the fond mother, as she lulls her babe ? 
Or in sweet hymns, upon the twiligtft anr 
Pour'd by the timid maid ?— Most all alike 
Be still'if in death j and wouldst thou teU my heart 
There is no crime m this ? 

Proeida. Since thon dost feel 

Such horror of oar purpose, in thy power 
Are means that might arert iX» ^ 

Raimond. Speal7oh speak ! 

Proeida. How would those cescued thousands Ums thy 
name, 
Shouldst thou betray us ! 

Raimond. Father ! I can bear- 

Ay, proudly woo— the keenest questioning 
Of thy soul-gifted eye ; which almost seems 
To claim a part of Heaven's dread royalty, 
— ^The power that searches thought ! 

Prodda {after a pause). Thou hast a brow 

Clear as the day— and yet I doubt thee, Raimond ! 
Whether it be that I haye leam*d distrust 
From a long look through man's deep-folded heart ; 
Whether my paths have been so seldom cross'd 
By honour and fair mercy, that they seem 
But beautiful deceptions, meeting thus 
My unaccustom'd gaze ^-^howe'er it be — 
I doubt thee ! — See thou waver not— take heed 
Time lifts the veil from all things ! [Exit Procida. 

Raimond. And 'tis thus 

Youth fiides from off our spirit ; ^d the robes 
Of beauty and of majesty, whereHh 
We clothed our idob, drop ! — 0||Ktter day, 
When, at the crushing of our glonOtis world, 
We start, and find men thus ! — Yet be it so ! 
Is not my soul still powerful, in itself 
To realize its dreams ? — ^Ay, shrinking not 
From the pure eye of Heaven, my brow may well 
Undauntea meet my father's. — But, away ! 
Thou shah be saved, awcet Constance !— Love is yet 
Mnrhtierthanvenireance* [JSnt^Antovn 
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Scene Ul.-^Gardens qf a Palaci. 
Constance, alone. 

Constance, Tbere was a tioM when my thongldfl wanderM 
not 
Bejond these &irj scenes ! when, but to cateh 
The laagoid fragnmee of the southern breeze 
From the rkh-flowerins citrons, or to rest. 
Dreaming of some wild legend, in the shade 
Of the dark laurel-foliage, was enough 
Of happiness.— How have these calm delights 
Fled from before one passion, as the dews, 
The delicate gems of morning, are exhaled 
B J the great sun ! 

(Raimord enters,) 

RalmoDd! eh! now tboa 'rt oomes 
I read it in thy look, to say fareweU 
For the last tmie— the last ! 

Raimond. No, best beloTed 1 

I come to tell thee there is now no power 
To part us— but in death. 

Constance. I haTe dreamt of joy. 

But nerer aueht like this. — Speak yet again ! 
Say, we shall partno more ! 

Raimond. ^ No more, if loTe i 

Can strive with ditf ker spirits, aftd he is strong 
In his immortal nature ! all is changed 
Since last we met. My ftther— ^eep the tale 
.Secret from all, and most of aU, my Constance, 
From Eribert— my father is retmn'd^: 
I leave thee not 

Constance. Thy father! blessed sound ! 

Good ai^ls be his guard i— Oh ! if he knew 
How my soul clings to thine, he could not hate 
Even a Provencal maid !— Thy father !— now 
Thy soul will be at peace, and I shall see 
The sunny happiness of earlier days 
Look from thy brow once more 1— But how is this ? 
Thine eye renects not the |^lad soul of i ' 
And iathy look is that which ill befits 

^tmond, A dream is on my soul. 
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I see a slomberer, erown'd with flowers, and smiling 
As in delighted 71810118, on the briiA 
Of a dread chasm.; and this strange phantasy 
Hath cast so deep a shadow o'er my thooghts, 
I cannot bat be sad. 

Cotutanee, Why, let me smg 

One of the sweet wild strains yon Jove so well. 
And this will banish it. 

Raimond, * It may not be. 

Oh ! gentle Constance, go not forth to^y : 
Saehdreams are ominous. 

CoTutanee. Haye yon then foigot 

My brother's noptial feast?— I must be (me 
Of the gay train attending to the shrine 
His stately bride. In sooth, mr step of joy 
Will print earth lightly now.— What tti^gt thon, love 7 
Look all aroond ! these blue transparent skies, 
And son-beams ponrinff a more buoyant life 
Through each glad thruling vein, wiU brightly chase 
All thought of evil. — Why, the vtrf air 
Breathes of delight ! — ^Through all itsglowing realms 
Doth, music blend with fra|;rance, and e'en here 
The city's voice of jubilee is heara. 
Till each light leaf seems trembling unto sounds 
Of human joy! 

Raimond. There lie far deeper things,— 
Things, that may darken thought ibr life, beneath 
That city's festive semblance.— I have pass'd 
Throu^the |lad multitudes, and I have mark'd 
A stem intelligence in meeting eyes. 
Which deem'a their flash unnoticed, and a quick, 
Suspicious vigilance, too intent to clothe 
Its mien with carelessness ; nd, now and then, 
A hnrrsring start, a whisper, or a hand 
Pointing by stealth to some one, sinded out 
Amidst the reckless throng. O'er m is spread 
A mantling flush of revelry, which may hide 
Much from unpractised eyes; but lighter signs 
Have been prophetic oft. 

Cmutance. I tremble !— Raimond ! 

What may these things portend 7 

Raimond. I^was a day 

Of ftitivaL like this ; the city sent ^ 

Up through her sunny firmament a voice fl 

Joyous as now : when, scarcely heralded ^ 
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( 
By one deep moa% forth from liis eaTenioiis depUifl 
The earthqumke burst ; and the wide splendid scene 
Became one chaos of all feariol things, 
Till the brain whirl'd, partaking the sick motion 
Of rocking palaces. 

Canttanee. And then didst thoa, 

M5[ noble Raimond ! throogh the dreadful paths 
Laid open by destraction, past the chasms, 
Whose fathomless clefts, a moment's work, had giren 
One burial onto thousands, rush to sa^e 
Thy trembling Constance ! she who lires to bless 
Thy generous lore, that still the breath of J^earen 
Wafts gladness to her sonl ! 

RaimontU Heaven ! — ^Hearen is just ! 

And being so, roust guard thee, sweet one, still. 
Tnst none be8ide.--<)h ! the omnipotent skies 
Make their wrath manifest, bat insidious man 
Doth compass those he hates with secret snares. 
Wherein lies fate. Know, danger walks abroad, 
MaskM as a reveller. Constance ! oh ! by all 
Our tried affection, all the tows which bind 
Our hearts together, meet me in these bowers. 
Here, I abjure thee, meet me, when the bell 
Doth sound tor yesper*prayer ! 

Constance. And know'st thou not 

'Twill be the bridal hour ? 

Raimond. It will not, loye 1 

That hour will bring no bridal ! — ^Naught of this 
To human ear ; but speed thou hither, fly. 
When evening brings that signal. — Dost thou heed ? 
This is no meeting, oy a lover soc^ht 
To breathe fond tal^s, and make the twilight groves 
And stars attest his vows ; deem thou not so, 
Therefore denying it !^I tell thee, Constance ! 
If thou wouldst save me from such fierce despair 
As falls on man, beholding all he loves 
Perish before him, while his strength caa^ut 
Strive with his agony — thou 'It meet me then ? 
Look on me, love ! — I am not oft so moved— 
Thou 'It meet me? 

Constance. Oh ! what mean thy words ?— If then 
My steps are free,— I will. Be thou but calm. 

Raimond. Be calm !— there is a cold and Aullen calm, 
Aiid^ were m^ wild fears made realities, 
It might be mine ; bot^ in this dread suspense^ 
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Thin conflict of all tevrible phantasies, 
There is no calm.— Yet fear thou not, dear lore { 
I will watch o'er thee still. And now, farewell 
-Until that hoar ! 

Constance, Mj Raimond, &re thee well. [Ejeeunt 
Scene IY.— Aoom in the Citadel qfPalerme. 

Alberti. De Couci. 

De Couci. Said'st thoa this night ? 

Albert*, This very night^-and lo i 

i^en now the son declines. 

De Coud. What ! are they ann'd ? 

Alberti. All ann'd and strong hi Tangeancii mA despair. 

De Coud. Donbtfol and stnunge the tale ! Why waa sot this 
Reveal'd before? 

Alberti, Mbtnut ma aM>t, my lord t 

That stem and jaalois Pracida kath kept 
O'erallmystepB, (as thcnwh ha did ss^>a«t 
The poTf^oses, which oft his ^re hath SMgbt 
To read in mine,) a#atoh so vi^^ilaat, 
I knew not how to warn thee, tn(Mu;fa for this 
Alone I mingled with his bands, to kam 
Their projects and their strength. Thou know'st my fait!) 
To Anjon'iB house foil well. 

De Couci. How may we now 

Avert the Catherine storm ?— The viceroy holds 
His bridalTeast, and all is cevelry. 
— ^Twas a trqe-boding heaviness of heart 
Which kept me from these nuptiab. 

Alberti, Thou thyself 

Mayst yet escape, and, haply of thy bands 
Rescue a part, ere Iouk to wreak full vengeance 
Upon these rebels. 'Tis too late to dream 
Of saving Eribert. E'en shooldst thou rvsh 
Before him with the tidings, in his pride ^ 

And confidence of soul, he would but laugh 
Thy tale to scorn. 

De Couei. He must not die unwam'd 

Though it be all in vain. But thou, Alberti, 
Rejoin thy comrades, lest thine absence wake 
Suspicion in their hearts. Thou hast done well. 
And shall not pass unguerdon'd, should I live 
Through the deep horrors of ^' approaching night. 
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Alberti, Noble de Coaci. tnist me still. Ani'ou 
Commaiids no heart more faithful than Alberti'i. 

[Exit Alberii, 

De Couei, The groTelling slave !-^Aiid yet he spoke too 
true! 
For Eribert. in blind elated joy, 
Will scorn tne warning voice. — ^The day wanes fast, 
And through the city, recklessly dispersed. 
Unarmed and unprepared, my soldiers revel; 
E*en pn the brink of fate.— I must away. [Exit De C<mci. 

Scene V.— ^ Banqueting HalU 

PIIOVEN9AL Nobles iii«effi6/e<?. 

Firtt Noble, Joy be to this fiur meeting !— Who hath 
seen 
The viceroy's bride ? 

Second Noble. I saw her, as she pass'd 

The gazinr throngs assembled in the city. 
'Tis said she hath not left for years, till now. 
Her castle's wood-girt solitude. 'Twill gall 
These proud Sicilians, that her wide domains 
Should be the conqueror's guerdon. 

Tkird Noble, 'Twas their boast 

With what fond faith she worshipp'd stiU the name 
Of the boy, Conradin. How will the slaves 
Brook this new triumph of their lords ? 

Second Noble* In sooth 

It stings them to the quick. In the full streets 
They mix with our Provencals, and assume 
A guise of mirth, but it sits hardly on them. 
'Twere worth a thousand festivals, to see 
With what a bitter and unnatural -effort 
They strive to smile ! 

Firet Noble, Is this Vittoria (air ? 

Second Noble, Of a most noble mien ; but yet her beauty 
Is wild and awful, and her large dark eye. 
In iu unsettled glances, hath straufe pgwer, 
From which thou 'H shrink, as I di<L 

Firet Noble, Hush ! ther come. 

11* 
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JEnter Eribeet, VittorU, Constance, and others. 
Eribert. Welcome, my noble friends !— there must ^at 
lower 
One clouded brow to-day in ^ieily t 
Behold my bride ! 
NobUi, Receive our homage, lady I 

Vittoria, I bid all welcome. May the fea«t we of cr 
Prove worthy of such guestg ! 

EriberU Look on her, friends ! 

And say, if that majestic brow is not 
Meet for a diadem? 

Vittoria, *Tis weU, my lord I 

When memory's ptctnres fade, 'tis kindly done 
To brighten their dimm'd hues ! 

First Pfoble {apart). Mark'd you her glance ? 

Second NobU (apart). What eloqaent scom was there! 
yet he, th' elate 
Of heart, peiceiTCs it not. 

EriberU Now to the feast ! 

Constance, you look not joyous. I hare said 
That all should smile to-day. 

Constance. Forgive me, brother I 

The heart is wayward, and its garb of pomp 
At times oppresses it. 

J^ribert. Why, how is this 1 

Constance. Voices of wo, and prayers of agony 
Unto my soul hfive risen, and left sad sounds 
There echoing still. Yet would I fam be gay, 
Since 'tis ypurwish.— In truth, I should have been 
4. Tillage-maid ! 

Eribert. But, heing as you are^ 

Not thus ignobly free, command your looks 
(They may be taught obedience) to reflect 
Tite aspect of the time. 

Vittoria. And know, fair maid ! 

That if in this unskill'd, you stand alone 
Axnidst our court of pleasure. 

Eribert. To the feast! 

Nbwletthe red wine foam I— There should be mirth 
When conquerors revel !-Lords of this to ijle . 
Your good swords' heriUge, crown each bowl, and pledge 
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The present and the future ! for they both 

Xiook bhgbtlj on cu. Dost thou amile, my bride ? 

VUtoria, ¥'es, Bribert t'-thy prophecies of joy 
Have taught e'en me to smile. 

Eribert, *Tis well. To-day 

I ha?« won a fair and aUnost royal brid^ ; 
To-morrow — let the bright sun speed his coarse, 
To waft me happiness !— my proudest foes 
Must die — and then my slumber shall be laid 
On rose-leaves, with no envioutt fold, to mar 
The luxury of its visions ! — Fair Vittoria, 
Tour loolts are troubled ! 

Vittoria. It is strange, but oft, 

'Midst festal son^ and garlands, o'erniy soul 
Death comes, with some dull inaase t as you sp<^ 
Of those whose bloud is claimM, I thoucht for them 
Who, in a darkness thicker than the nignt 
E^er wove with all her clouds, have pined so long : 
Pow blessed were the stroke which makes them things 
Of that invisible world, wherein, we trust. 
There is, at least, no bondage ! — But ^oidd «oe 
From such a scene as this, where all earth's joys 
Contend for mastery, and the very sense 
Of life is rapture ; should we pass, I say^ 
At once from such excitements to the void 
And silent gloom of that which doth await oi— 
—Were it not dreadful? 

Eribert. - Banish such dark thoughts ! 

They ill beseem the hour. 

Ftttorio. Thertf is no hour 

Of this mysterious world, injoy or wo. 
But they beseem it weU !^Why, what a iUglUt, 
Impalpable bound is that, th* unseen, which severs 
^einsfrom death !— And who can teU how near 
Its nusty brink he stands ? 

Eirtt Noble {widk). What mean her words ? 

Second Noble, There's loqK dark mystery here. 

Eribert, No more of this ! 

Pour the bright juice which Etna's glowing vines 
Yield to the coiM|oerors ! And let music's voice 
Dispel these ominous dreaJBQi !-^W«kcw harp and aong ! 
Swell out your triumph ! 
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A Meitenger enten, hemring a letter. 

Meetengets Pardon, my good lord ! 

But this r 



Eriberi. What means thy breathless haste ? 

And that ill-boding mien?— Away, sach loolu 
Befit not hours like these. 

Meseenger* The Lord De Conci 

Bade me bear this, and say, 'tis fraught with tidwgs 
Of life and death. 

ViUoria {hurriedly). Is this a time for aoght 



But reTelry ?— My iora, these du 
Mar the bnght spirit of the festal 



dull intrusions 



scene 



Eriberi {to the Meesenger). Hence ! tell the Lord De 
Cooci we will talk 
Of life and death to-morrow. [Exit Mbssbhger. 

Let there be 
Around me none but joyous looks to-day, 
And strains whose very echoes wake to mirth ! 
{A band of the eonepiratora enter, to the eound qf mtinc, 
dieguieed as Bhtpherde, bacchanaUf 4rc» 

Eribert. What forms are these ?-^What means this antic 
triumph? 

Vittoria. "Tis but a rustic pageant, by my Tussals 
Prepared to grace our bridal. WiU you not 
Hear their wild music ? Our Sicilian rales 
Have many a sweet and mirthful melody, 
To which the glad heart bounds.— Breathe ye some strain 
Meet for the tmie, ye sons of Sicily ! 

( One qf the Maequere einge. ) 

The festal ere, o'er earth and sky. 

In her siinset robe, looks bright. 
And the purple hills ot Sicily, 

Witn their vineyards^ laugh in light ; 
From the marble cities of her olains 

Glad Toices minglinr twell ; 
—But with yet more loud and lofty strains. 

They shall hail the Vesper-bell ! 

Oh ! sweet its tones, when the summer breeze 

Their cadence wafts afar. 
To float o'er the blue Sicilian seas. 

As they gleam to the first pale ftir ! 
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Th« diepb#id greets Umb on hii bcigbt, 

The hemit in hk cell : 
-»Biit a deeper power shall brestlw, to-night, 

In the soand of the Tesper-bell ! 

[TluBeUrimgw, 

Eriberi. —It is tlie hour !— Hark, haric !— nqr hride, oar 



The altar is prepared and crown'd with flowers 
That wait— 

ViUoria. The Tictim ! {A iunudt heard without) 

Procioa and Mont alb a enter^ with othtn^ <r i erf, 

Priteida, Strike! the hoar to ooon ! 

Vittoria, Weleome, arengers, welcome ! Now, be strong ! 
{iTn Cottitpiratort throw off their diaguite^ andrttah with 
their eworda drawn, upon the Frovengale. £ribert it 
wounded, and folia. 

Proeida, Now hath fate reaehed'thee in thy mid career. 
Tboa reireller in a nation's agonies ! 

{The Provengala mre driven off, and puramed by the Sicir 
liana, 

Comtanee {supporting £Jribert). My brother ! oh ! my 
brother! 

Eribert, Have I stood 

A leader in the battle-fields of kings, 
To perish thus at last ? — Ay, by these pangs. 
Ana this strange chill, that heavily doth creep 
Like a slow poison, through my cordline reins. 
This should be— death !— In sooth, a duu exchange 
^or the gay bridal feast ! 

Voicea {without), fiemember Conradin !— epare none, 
spare none ! 

Vittoria {throwing off her bridal wreath and ornO" 
menta). This is proud freedom ! Now my sool may cast. 
In generous scorn, her mantle of dissembling 
To earth for ever ! — And it is such joy, 
As if a captive, from his dull, cold cell. 
Might soar at once on charterM wbg to range 
Tb» realms of starrM infinity ! — Away ! 
Vain mockery of a bridal wreath ! The hour 
For which stem patience neVr kept watch in vain 
Is come ; and I may give my bnrstiii^ heart 
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Foil and indignant scope. — ^Now, Eribert ! 

Belieye in retribmion ! Whit, proud nun ! 

Prine^ ruler, conqueror ! didtt tlioa deem HcATen slept ? 

** Or that the unseen, immortal ministers, 

<* Ranging the world, to note e'en pmposed crime, 

'* In burmng characters^ had laid asiae 

^' Their eyerlastii^ attributes for thee V* 

—Oh t blind security l^^He, in whose dread hand 

The lightnings Tibrate, holds them back, until 

The trampler of this goodly earth hath reached 

His pyramid-heiriit of power ; that so his fiUl 

May. with moreiearful oracles, make pale 

Man's «rowned oppressois I 



Conttanci. Oh ! reproach him not ! 

rHis soul is trembling on the dizzy brink 
Of that dim world where passion may not enter. 
Leare him in peace. 

Voice* iufUhoul). Anjoo, Antjou.'-^De Coaei to the 
rescue! 

Eriberi, {haJ^f-rauing Umelf). Mybraye Frovenfalg! 
do ye combat still ? 
And I, jTonr chiet am here !— Now, now I feel 
That death indeed is bitter ! 

ViUoria. FarefheeweU! 

Thine eyes so oft, with their insulting smile, > 
Have looked on man's last pssngs^ thou shoulds^ by this, 
Be perfect how to die ! [Exit Vittoria. 

Raimond entert, 

Rttitnond, Away, my Constance I 

NoF is the time for flight. Our slaughtering bands 
Are soatter'd far and wide. A little while 
And thou shalt be in safety. Knowst thou not 
That low sweet rale, where dwells the holy man, 
Anselmo ? He whose hermitage is rear'd 
'Mid some old temple's ruins ? — Round the spot 
His name hath spread so pure and deep a charm, 
'TIS haUow'd as a sanctuary, wherein 
Thou shalt securely bide, till this wild storm 
Have spent its fury. Haste ! 

CoMtanee, 1 will not fly I 

While in his heart there is one throb of life. 
One spark ip his dim eyes, I will not leave 
The brother Qf my youth to perish thus, 
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Without one kindlj boiom to nutain 
Hit dying head. 

Eribtrt. like clondt are darkening round. 

There are ttrange Toieet riudnr in mine ear 
That summon me-^to what I^^But I have been 
Used to eommand !— Awaj ! I will not die 
But on the field— [ReiitM. 

CantUinee {kneeling b^ him). Oh Hescren! be mereifu], 
As thou art just {—for he is now where naught 
But merej can arail him— It is past ! 

OuiDO entertf toith hie eword drawn. 

Cruido {to Raimond). Ffo sought thee long— Why art 
thou lingering here 7 
Haste, follow me!— Suspicion with thy name 
Joins that word— TVattor / 

jRotmontf. . Traitor! Guido? 

' Ovido. Tea ! 

Hast thou not heard that, with his men-at-arms. 
After rain eonfltot with a people's wrath, 
De Coud hath escaped ? — And there are those 
Who murmur that from thee the warning came 
Which saved him from our Tenffeanee. But e'en yet 
In the red current of Proren^al blood 
That doubt may be effaced. Draw thy good sword. 
And follow me ! 

Itatmoikl. And thou couldst doubt me, Goido I 
'Tis come to this !— Awav ! mistrust me still. 
I will not stain my sword with deeds like thine. 
Thou know'st me not ! 

Quido, Raimond di Procida ! 

If thou art he whom once I deemed so noble— ^ 
Call me thy firiend no more ! [ExU Guido. 

Ravnond {afterapauee). Rise, dearest, rise ! 
Thy duty's task hath nobly been fhlfiU'd, 
E'en in the face of death ; hut all is o'er, 
And this is now no place where nature's tears 
In quiet sanctity may freely flow. 
— Haik ! the wud sounds that wait on fearful deeds 
Are swelling on the winds, as the deep roar 
Of fast-adTancing billows ; and for thee 
\ shame not thus to tremble.— Speed, oh, speed ! 

[Eveunt. 
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ACT THB FOUR-ra. 

SCBMB h-^A SSrsei in PaUnm. 

PliociDA enUrt. 

ProdtUi. How atniige and deep a stUlaeM loadfl ikb air. 
As with ttie power of oidaigbt f^Ay, where death 
Hath pass'd, there should Im nlciiee.^Biit this hush 
Of nature's heart, this breathlessness of all things, 
Poth press on thought too hearily, and th^ sky, 
With Its dark TCl>e of purple tfaander*eloodf 
Brooding in sullen masses, o'er my spini 
Weighs Uke an omen !— Wherefore should this be ? 
Is not our task achiered, the miehty work 
Of our deli^eranee ? — ^Yes ; I should be joyous : 
But this our feeble nature, with its quick* 
Instinctive superstitions, will drae down 
Th' ascending sonl.-^And i have Tearful bodiitts 
That treachery lurks amongst n8.^R«mond! Kaimond I 
Oh ! Guilt ne'er made a mien tike his its gnrb ! 
It cannot be ! 

MoNTALBA, Guibo, and othtr fiftciJtant, enUr» 

Procida. Welcome! we meet in joy! 

Now may we bear ourselves erect, resuming 
The kin^y port of freemen ! Who shall dare. 
After this proof of slavery's dread recoil, 
To weave us chains again 7-'Te have done yrtH. 

Montalba. We have done well, lliere need ae oherid 
song, 
No shduting multitudes to blazon forth 
Our stem ezpk>its.*»The tilence of our foes 
Doth vouch enough, and they are laid to rest 
Deep as the sword could make it Yet our task 
Is stul but half achieved, since, witii his bands, 
De Couci hath escaped, and doubtless, leads 
Their footsteps to Messina, where our foes 
Will gather all their strength. Determined hearts, 
And deeds to startle earth, are yet required. 
To make the mighty sacrifice complete- 
Where is thy son ? 

Proeiia, I know not. Once last night 

He cross'd my j^th, and with one stroke beat down 
A sword just raised to smite me, and restored 
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M^ own, ^MhiB tlMtdeMUy ttrife had been 

Wrenehed from my grmn> : bnt when I woold luiye press'd him 

To my eznltior bosom, he drew back, 

And with a sad, and yet a seornfnl, smile, 

Full of strange meanlIU^ left me. Since that hour 

I hare not seen him. Wherefore didst thou ask T 

MofUalba, It matters not. We hare deeper things to jpttk 
of.— ■ 
Know'st thon that we hare tndtors in ov coondls 7 

Procida. I know some voice in secref mnst have wan'd 
De Conei ; or his scatter'd bands had ne'er 
So soon been marshall'd, and in close arr^ 
liCd hence as from the field.-»Hast thou heard an^ 
Thatmay derelopetfaifi? 

MonUUba. The guards we set 

To wiktch the city-gates have seized, this morn. 
One whose quick fearfhJ glance, and hurried step 
BetraVd his guilty purpose. Mark ! he bore 
(Amidst the tumult deeming that his flight 
Might all unnoticed pass) dese scrolls to him, 
The fugitive Provencal. Read and judge ! 

Procida, Where is this messenger ? 

Montalba. Where should he be ?-« 

They slew him in their \7ratb. 

Procida. Unwisely done ! 

Give me the scrolls. [Se rtads. 

Now if there be such things 
As may to death add sharpness, yet delay 
The pang which gives release ; if there be power 
In execration, to call down the fires 
Of yon avengine heaven, whose rapid shafts 
But for such gaut we>e aimless; be they heap'd 
Upon the traitor's head . — Scorn make his name 
Her mark for ever ! 

Montalba. In our passionate blindnest, 

We send forth curses, whose deep stings recoil 
Oft on ourselves. 

Procida. Whate'er fkte Bath of ruin 

Fall on his house !— What !' to resign a^iin 
That freedom for whose sake our souls nave now 
Engrain'd themselves in blood !— Why, who is he 
That hath devised this treachery ?— To the scroll 
Why fixM he not his name, so stamping it 
With an immortal infamy, whose brand 
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Might warn men from him ?-^Who should be so tik 'I 

Albert! ?— In hit eye is that, which ever 

Shrinks from encoontering mine !•— But no ! his race 

Is of our noblest— Oh ! he coald not shame 

That high descent !— Urbino ?— Conti ?— No ! 

They are too deeply pledged. — ^There's one name more I 

— -I cannot utter it f— -Now shall I read 

E^h face with cold suspicion, which dpth blot 

From man's hieh mien its native royalty, 

And seal his noble forehead with the impress 

Of its own Tile imagining* !— Speak your thoojehts, 

Montalba ! Guido !-»Who should this man be ? . 

MorUalba. Why, what Sicilian youth uns&eathM last night 
Bis sword to aid our foes, and tunrd its ed^e 
Against his country's chiefs — He that did thu. 
May well be deem^ for guiltier treason ripe. 

Proeida, And who is he ? 

Montalba. Nay, ask thy son. 

Proeida', My son ! 

What should he know of such a recreant heart ? 
Speak, Guido ! thou 'rt his friend ! 

Quido. 1 would not wear 

The brand of such a name f 

Proeida. How ? what means this ? 

A flash of light breaks in upon my soul f 
Is it to blast me ?— Tet the fearful doubt 
Hath crept in darkness through my thoughts before. 
And been flung from them. — Silence ! — Speak not yet ! 
I would be caun, and meet the thunder^ burst 
With a strong heart. [A pauie. 

Now what hare I to hear ? 
Tour tidings? 

Outdo. briefly, 'twas your son did thus ; 

He hath disgraced jronr name. 

Proeida. My son did thus ! 

Are thy words oracles, that I should search 
Their hidden meaning out ? — fVhai did my son? 
I have forgot the tale.— Repeat it, quick ! 

Ouido. 'Twill burst upon thee all too soon. While we 
Were busy at the dark and solemn rites 
Of retribution ; while we bathed the earth 
In red libations, which will consecrate 
The soil they mingled with to freedom's step 
Through the long march of ages ; 'twas hit task 
To shield from danger a Proyen^al maid* 
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Sister of hiiii wbote cold oppression stung 
Our hearts to madness. 

Montalba, What ! should she be spared 

To keep that name from perishing on earth? 
— I cross^ them in their path, and raised nay sword 
To smite her in her champion's arms.— We fought — 
The boy disarm'd me !— And I live to tell 
BIy shame, and wreak my vengeance ! 

Guido. Who but he 

Could warn De Coaci, or devise the guilt 
These scrolls reveal ?— Hath not the traitor still 
Sought, with his fair and specious eloquence^ 
To win us from our purpose ? — ^AU things seem 
Leagued to unmask nim. 

MonUUba, Know you not there came^ 

E'en in the banquet's hour, from this De Coueiy 
One, bearing unto Eribert the tidings 
Of all our purposed deeds?— And have we not 
Pkoof. as the noon-day clear, that Raimond loTe0 
The sister of that tyrant ? 

Proeida, There was one 

Who moum'd for beine childless ! — ^Let him now 
Feast o'er his children's graves, and 1 will join 
The revehry ! 

Montalba (apart). Tou shall be childleis too ! 

Proeida. Was 't yon, Montalba ? — ^Now rejoice ! I say. 
There is no name so near you that its stains 
Should call the fever'd and indignant blood 
To your dark cheek !— But I will dash to earth 
The weight that presses on my heart, and then 
Be glad as thou art. 

Montalba. What means this, my lord ? 

Wlio hath seen gladness on Montalba's mien ? 

Proeida, Why, should not all be glad who have no »on9 
To tarnish their oright name ? 

Montalba. I am not used 

To bear with mockery. 

Proeida. Friend! By yon high Heaven, 

I mode thee not !— 'tis a proud fate, to live 
Akiie and unallied.— Wlnr, what 's alone ? 
A word whose sense u^firee /—At, free from all 
The venom'd ftings implanted in the heart 
By those it loves.-Oh ! I could laugh to think 
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O' th' joy that riots in baronial halls, 

When the word aomes — " A son is born !"— A 9on I 

—They should say thn»— *' He that shall knit yow brow 

To turrows, not of years ; and bid your eye 

Quail its prond glance ; to tell the earth its sha^e,-*- 

Is born, and so, rejoice !"— 77««i might we feast. 

And know the cause ;-^Were it not excellent ? 

Montalba. This is all idle. There are deeds to do ; 
Arouse thee, Procida ! 

Prodda. Why, am I not 

Calm as immortal Justice ? — She can strike, 
And yet be passionless— and thus will I. 
I know thy meaning.— Deeds to do !— ^ well. 
They shall be done ere thonsht on.— Go ye forth j 
There is a youth who calls himself my son, 
His name is — Raimond — in his eye is light 
That shows like truth— but be not ye deceired ! 
Bear him in chains before us. We will sit 
To-day in judgment, and the skies shall see 
The strength which girds our nature.— Will not this 
Be glorious, brave Montalba ?T-Linger not, 
Te tardy messengers ! for there are things ^ 

Which ask the speed of storms. 

[Exeunt Gunx> and vthert. 
Is not this well ? 

MonteUba, 'TisnoMe. Keep thy spirit to this prood heig^t^ 
(AHde) And then— be desolate like me !— my woes 
Will at the thought grow light. 

Procida. What now remains 

To be prepared ?— There shook! be solemn pomp 
To grace a day like this.— Ay, breaking hearts 
Require a drapery to conceal their throbs 
From cold inmiiring eyes ; and it must be 
Ample and rich, that so their gaze may not 
Explore what lies beneath. [EitU Procida, 

Montalba. Now this is well ! 

—I hate this Procida ; for he hath won 
In all our councils that ascendancy 
And mastery o'er bold hearts, which should have been 
Mine by a thousand claims.— Had he the stren^h 
. Of wrongs like mine?— No ! for that name-Ais countey— 
He strikes — my vengeance hath a deeper fount ' i 

But there 's dark joy in this !— And fate hath barr'd 
My soul from cvcry^ther. [Exit Montalba. 
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Scene IL— ^ Hermitage tummnded by tJ^ Ruing of an 
ancient 7>mp/e. 

Constance. Anselmo. 

Constance, Tis strange he comes not !— Is not tiiis the still 
And snltry hoar of noon ?— He shoald hare been 
Here bj tne day-break. — ^Was there not a roice ! 
— «No ! His the shrilM3ieadarWith glad life — 
Peopling these marble rains, as it sports 
tAmidst them, in the son. — Hark ! yet again !*' 
No ! no !— Forgire me, fiitther ! that I bring 
Earth's restless griefs and passions to distwb 
The stillness of thy holy solitude ; 
My heart is fnll of care. 

Anselmo, There is no place 

So hallowed, as to be miyisited 
By mortal cares. Nay, whither should we go. 
With oar deep griefs and passions, bat to scenes 
lionely and stiu ; where he that made onr hearts 
Will speak to them in whispers ? I hare known 
Affliction too, my daaghter. 

Constance, Hark k his step ! 

I know it well — he comes — ^my Raimoad, welcome ! 

ViTToaiA enterSf Constance shrinks back on perceiving 
her. 

Oh, Hearen ! that aspect tells a fearful tale. 

Vittoria {not obsertfing her). There is a cloud of horror 
on my soul ; 
And on thy words. Anselmo, peace doth wait, 
Bren as an echo, toUowing the sweet close 
Of some divine and solemn harmony : 
Therefore I song;ht thee now. Oh f speak to me 
Of holy things and names, in whose deep sound 
Is power to hid the tempests of the heart 
Sink, like a storm rebuked. 



Anselmo, What recent grief 

Dxrkena thy mkit thus ? 

Vittoria, V I said not grief. 

We should rejone to-day, but joy is not 
That which it hath been. In Uie flowers which wreathe 
Its mantling cup there is a scent unknown. 
Fran^t wHh some strange delirium. All things now 
Have changed their nature : still, I lay rgoice ! 
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There is a canse, Aiisepiin !^-We are free, 
Free a&il avenged ! — Tet on my seal there hangs 
A darkness, heavy as th^ oppressive ^loom 
Of midnight phantasies. — Ay, for this, too, 
lliere is a cause. 

Anteltno, How say'st thon, we are free ? 

There may have riwed, within Pahrmo's walk, 
Some brief wild tamolt, hot too well I know 
They call the stranger, lord. 

Vittaria, Who calls the dead 

Conqueror or lord ?•— Hnt'h ! breathe it not aloud, 
The wild winds must not hear it ! — Yet, again, 
I tell thee, we are free ! 

Afuelmo, Thine eye hath look'd 

On fearful deeds, for still their shadows hang 
0*er its dark orb.— Speak ! I adjure thee, say, ^ 

JQEow hath this work been wrought ? 

Vittoria, Peace ! ask me not ', 

Why shouldst thou hear a tale to send thy blood 
Back on its fount ? — We cannot wake them now ! 
The storm is m my soul, but they are all 
At rest I — Ay, sweetly may the slauehter'd babe 
By its dead mother sleep* and warlike men 
fvho 'midst the slain have slniuber'd oft before, 
Siakii^ the shield their pillow, may repose 
Well, now their toils are done. — Is't not enough ? 

Constofice. Merciful Heaven ! have soch things b^en ? A)ld 
yet 
There is no shade come o'er the laughing sky ! 
r-I am an outcast now. 

Anselmo, O Thou, whose ways 

Clouds mantle fearfully ; of all the blind. 
But terrible ministers that work thy wrath, 
B'W much is man the fiercest !— Others know 
Their limits^-Yes ! tlM earthquakes, and the storms. 
And the volcanoes !~He alone o'erleaps 
The bounds of retribution ! — Couldat tAOU gaze, 
Vittoria | with thy woman's heart and eye, ^ 
On snoh dread soenes unmoved } ■ 

ViUona, Was it for «« 

To sUy th' avengn^ sword ?— No, though it pierced 
My very soul ?— «' Hark, hark; what thnlling shrieks 
Ring through the air around me !— Canst thou not 
Bid them be hoshM ?-^h ! look not on me thus ! 
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Anstlmo, Lady ! thy tbongbts lend ftenmess to the looki 
Which are but sad !"— Have all tliel^ perished 1 all? 
Waf there no merey ? ' ' 

Vitloria. Mercy! it hath. be^n 

A word forbidden as th' nnhallowM names 
Qf evil powers. — ^Tet one there was whodsired 
To own tht; KUilt of pity, and to aid 
The Ti<^iinbT but in Tain.— Of him no nort ! 
He is a traitor, and a traitor's death 
Will be his meed. 

Constance (^omtng^/ortoarct). Oh, Heaven !— his 

name, bis name ! 
li it — it cannot be ! 

^ ViUoria {starting). Thou here, pale nil ! 

I deem'd thee with the dead !-»How hast thon 'scawed 
The snare !— Who saved thee, last of Ul thy »ce ? 
Was it not he of whom I spase e'en now> 
Raimond di Procida ? 

Constance. It is enonsifa. 

Now the storm breaks apon me, and I sink ! 
Must he too die ? 

Vittoria, U it e'en so ?— Why then, 

Uve on — thou hast the arrow at thy heart ! 
** Fix not on me thy sad reproachfol eyes," 
I mea|i not to befray thee. Thon may'st live ! 
Why should deatlh^ring thee his oblivious balm^ ? 
He visits but the happy. — Didst thou ask 
If Raipiond too must die ? — It is as sure 
As thut his blood is on thy head, for thou 
Didst win him to this treason. 

Constance. ** When did man 

Call mercy, treason ?— Take my life, but save 
My noble Raimond! 

Vittoria. Maiden !" he must die. 

E'en now the youth before his judges stands, 
And they art* men who, to the voice of prayer, 
Are as the rock is to the munnur'd sigh 
Of snmmq^waves ; ay, though a father sit 
On their |Bnnal. Bend thou not to me. 
What woiirst thou? 

Constance, M^ rcy !— Oh ! wert thou to plead 

3ot with a look, e'en vet he might be saved ! 
If thou hast ever lovea->- 

FWtna, Iflhavelwd? 
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It is that love forbidt me to relent ; 
I am what it hath made me. — O'er n|y soul 
Lightning hath pass'd, and sear'd it Could I weep 
I tnen might pity — but it will, not be. 

CoMtanee, Oh ! thou wilt yet relent, for woman's heart 
WfM form'd to suffer and to melt. 

Vittoria. Away ! 

Why should I pity thee 7— Thou wilt bvt prore 
What I have known before— and yet I live ! 
Nature is strong, and it may all be borne — 
The sick impatient yearning of the heart 
For that which is not ; and the weary sense 
Of the dull void, wherewith our homes have been 
Circled by death ; yes, all things may be borne ! 
All, save remorse. — But I will not bow down 
My spirit to that dark power :~there too* no guilt ! 
Anseuno ! wherefore didst thou talk of guilt ? 

Anatlmo, Ay, thus doth sensitive conscience quicken 
thought, 
Lendinc reproachful voices to a breeze, 
Keen lightning to a look. 

Vittoria, Leave me in peace ! 

Is H not enough that I should have a sense 
Of things thou canst not see, all wild and dark, 
And of unearthly whisperr, haunting me 
With dread suffffestions, but that<^ cold words, 
Old man, shoula gall me too ? — Must all conspire 
Against me ? — Oh ! thou beautiful spirit ! wont 
To shine upon my dreams with looks of love. 
Where art thou vanished ?*^Was it not the thought 
Of thee which urged me to the fearful task. 
And wilt thou now forsake me ? — I must seek 
The shadowy woods again, for there, perchance, 
Still may thy voice be in my twilight-paths : 
—Here 1 but meet despair ! {Exit Vitt ORi a. 

Anselmo {to Constance), Despair not tltou. 
My daughter! — he that purifies theneart "^ 

With gnef, will lend it strength. 

Conttanee {endeavouring to route hereelf). Vid she not 
si^ V* 

That some one was to die ? 

Anselmo, I tell thee not. 

Thy pangs are vain— for nature will have way. 
&wk most have tears ; yet in a heart like thine, 
Faith may not yield its place. 
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C<mtane€, Hire I not lieard 

Some fearful Ode ?— Who said, that there thoiild rett 
Blood on my soul ?— What blood ?— I nerer bore 
Hatred, kind father, noto ai^^ht that breathes ; 
Raunond doth know it well— Raimond !--Hi«h He«?eB, 
It bursts UDon me now !— and he must die ♦ 
For my sake— e*en for mine ! 

Atuelmo, Her words were stranre. 

And her proud mind seem'd half tofraasy wroorht— 
—Perchance this may sot be. 

Corutance, It mutt not be. 

Why do I Unger here? {Shi ritea to depart) 

AiMtlmo. Where wouldst thou go ? 

dmitanee. To give their stem and onrelentine hearts 
A victim in his stead. - 

Antehno. Stay! wonldst thon rwh 

On certain death ? 

Canttance. I may not falter now. 

— ^Is not the life of woman all bound up 
In her affections ?— What hi^ she to do 
In this bleak world alone 7— It may be well 
For man (Mi his triumphal course to move, 
Uocnmber'd by soft bonds { but toe were bom 
For love and grief. 

Amelmo. Thou fair and g^tle thing 

Unns«d to meet a glance which doth not 8(>eak 
Of tenderness or homa^ ! how shouldst thou 
Bear the hard awpect oT unpitying men. 
Or face the king of terrors ? 

Constance. There is strength 

Deep bedded in our hearts, of which we reck 
But little, tilUhe shafts of heaven have pierced 
Its fragile dwelling.— Must no* earth be rent 
Before her gems are found ?— Oh ! now I feel 
Worthy the generous love which hath not shunn'd 
To look on death for me ! — My heart hath giveA 
Birth to as deep a courage, and a faith 
As high in ita devotion. [Exit PoNSTANCB. 

Aneelmo, She it gone ! 

Is it to perish ?— God of mercy ! lend 
Power to my voice, that so its prayer may save 
Thib pure and lofty creature !— I will follow*^ ' 
But Iv^r young footatep and heroic heart 
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Will bear her to degtmotion fiuiter iar 

Than I cas track her path. [Exit Ansblmo. 

Scene Ul^Hall qf « Pukiie Building. 

Procida, Montalba, Guido, and otker§y noted at on a 
Tribunal* 

Proeida. The mom lower'd darkly, but the sun hath now. 
With fierce and angry splendour, through the clouda 
Bnrat forth, as if impatient to behold 
This, oar mgh triumph. — ^Lead the prisoner in. 

(Raimond it brought in fettered and guarded.) 

Why« what a bricht and fearless brow is here ! 
— Is this man gouty ? — Look on him, Montalba I 

Mowtalha, Be firm. Should justice falter at a look 7 

Proeida, No, thou say*st well. Her eyes are fiUetted^ 
Or ahould be so. Thou, that dostcall thyself— 
— ^Bat no ! I will not breathe a traitor's name-^ 
Speak! thou art arrajgn'd of treason. 

Raimond, I arraign 

You, before whom I stand, of darker guilt, 
In the bright lace of Heayen: and your own hearts 
Oire echo to the charge. Your very looks 
Have ta*en the stamp <» crime, and seem to shrink, 
With a perturb*d and hanard wildness, bade 
From the too-searching ught. — ^Why, what hath wrought 
This change on noble brows ?— There is a roice, 
With a deep answer, riRing from the blood 
Tour hands hare coldly shed !— Te are of those 
From whom just men recoil, with curdling reins, 
All thrill'd by life's abhorrent consciousness. 
And sensitive feeling of a murderer* t presence. 
— Away ! come down from your tribunal-seat, 
Put off'^your robes of state, and let vour mien 
Be pale and humbled ; for ye bear aoout you 
That which repugnant eartn doth sicken at. 
More than the pestiience.— That I should lire 
To see my father shrink ! 

Prodda. Montalba, speak! 

There's something chokes my voke-^but fear me not. 

Montalba. If we must plead to vindicate our acts, 
Be it when thou hast made thine own look clear ; 
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Mott eloquent youth ! What ant wer canst thoo make 
To thia our eharge of treaton ? ^^ 

Rfdmond, I will plead 

Tkut cause before a mightier judgment-throne. 
Where mercv is not guilt. But here, I feel 
Too ba^rantly the glory and the joy 
Of my free spirit's whiteness ; for e'en now 
Th embodied hideonsness of crime doth seem 
Before me glaring out.— Why, I saw thee, 
T^ foot upon an aged warrior's breast. 
Trampling out nature's last convulsive heavings. 
—"Am thou— % sword— Oh. valiant chief 1---48 yet 
Red from the noble stroke which pierced, at once, 
A mother and the babe, whose little life 
Was irom her bosom drawn !— ^Immortal deeds 
For bards to hymn! 

Gicufo {ande). I look upon hw mien. 

And waver.— Can it be ?— My boyish heart 
Peem'd him so noble once!— Away, weak thomrhts f 
Why should I shrink, as if the gui(t were miner 
From his proud glance ? 

Proeida, Oh, thou dissembler ! thou; 

So skiU'd to clothe with virtue's generous flush 
The hollow cheek of cold hypocrisy. 
That, with thy pilt made manifest, I can scarce 
Believe thee gmlty t— look on me. and say 
Whose was the secret warning voice, that saved 
De Couci with his bands, to join our foes, 
And forge new fetters for th' indignant land ? 
Whose was this treachery ? {Showa him papei't,) 

Who hath promised here, 
(Belike to appease the manes of the dead,) 
At midnight to unfold Palermo's eafes. 
And welcome in the foe ?— Who hath dene this, i 
But thou, a tyrant's friend ? 

RtUmond. Who hath done this ? 

Father ! — if I may call thee by that name — 
liOok, with thr piercing eye, on those whose smiles 
Were masks that hid their daggers.- TAere^erchance, 
May lark what loves not light too strong. F^ me, 
I know but this— there needs no deep research 
To prove the truth — that murderers may be^rcitors 
Ey'n to each other. 

Proeida {to Montalba). His unaltering cheek 

StiN vividly doth hold its natural hue. 
And his eye quails not !— Is thi« injiocence ? 
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MonUUba. No! 'tis th' imshriidniig hardiliood of eiime. 
«^Thoo bear'st a gallant mien f-^Bot where is she ; 
Whom thou bast bartered fame and life to save, 
The fair Provenvai maid'?— What ! know'st thoa not 
That this alone were guilt, to death allied 7 
Was 't not oar law that he who spared a foe, 
(And is she not of that detested race ?) 
Should thenceforth be amongst us as a foe ? 
--Where hast thou borne her ?-;^peak { 

Raitnond. That Heaven, whose eye 

Bums un thy soul with its far*searchiug glance, 
'Is with ner ; she is safe. 

Procida, And by that word 

Thy doom is seard.— Oh God ! that I had died 
Before this bitter hour, in the full strength - 
And glory of my heart ! 

Constance tntertt and ru»he» to RaiuonDu 

Coiistonce. Oh! art thou four ? 

—But yet, to find thee thus ! — Chains, chains for thu i 
My brave, my Aoble love t — ()£f with these bonds ; 
Let him be free as air :— for I am come 
To be yomr. victim now. 

Raimond* Death has no pane 

More keen than this. — Oh ! wherefore art tnoa here ! . _.> 
I could have died so calmly, deeming thee 
Saved, and at peace. 

Coruftance. At peace !~And thou hast thought 
Thus poorly of my love ! — But woman's breast 
Hath strength to suffer too.—- Thy father sits 
On this tribunal ; Raimond, which is he ? 

Raimond. My father 1— who hath InlPd thy gentle heart 
With that false hope? — Beloved I gaze around— 
See. if thine eye can trace a father's soul 
In tne dark looks bent on us. 

Conttance (afler earnestly examining the eountenaneea 
of the judget, falls at the feet qf Procida), Thou 
art he! 

Nay, turn thou pot away I fori beheld 

Thy proud lip quiver, and a watery mist 

Pass o*er thy troubled eye ; and then I knew 

Thou wert his father ! — Spare him !— take my life * 

In truth a worthless sacrince for hie, 
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j^ut yet miM all.— Oh ! ft« hatli ttiU to ran 
A long briglit nice pf glorj. 

Raimond. Cooitance, peace! 

I look npon thee, and my failing heart 
Is as a broken reed. 

Conatanee {Hill addressing Proeida). Ob, yet relent ! 
K 'twas his crime to rescue m€, behold 
I come to be the atonement ,! Let him live 
To crown thine age with honour. — ^In thy heart 
There 's a deep conflict j but great nature oleads 
With an o'ermastering voice, and thou wilt yield 1 
— ThoQ art his lather ! 

Proeida (trfler a pause). Maiden, thou 'rt deceived! 

I am as calm as that di^ad paose of nature 
£re the full thunder bursts. — A judge is not 
Father or friend. Who calls this man my son ? 
-— JIfy son ! — Ay ! thut his mother pfondlyKsmiledo* 
' But she was noble !— Traitors stand alone. 
Loosed from alU|es.— Why should 1 trifle that f 
— Bear her awajff 

Raimond {starting forward). And whither? 

Montallfa, Untodefith. 

Why should she live when all her race have perish'd f 

ConsUtnoe {sinking into the arms' cf Raimond). Raimond^ 
farewell 1 — Oh ! when thy star hath risen 
To its bright noon, forget not, best beloved, 
I died fur thee! 

i2atmon<2.^1|igh Heaven ! thoa seest these things ; 
And yet endi^t them ! — Shalt thou die for me^ 
Purest ancF lowliest being?— but oiu- fate 
May not divide us long — Her chMl» is cnid-— 
Her deep blue eyes ar^ cIosQd— Sirotlldthis be death I 
— ^If thus, there yet were mercy ! — Father, father ! 
Is thy heart human ? 

Proeida. Bear her hence, I say ! 

Why must my sonl be torn ? 

Anselmo enterSf holding a Crucifix. 

Anselmo. Now, by this Dign 

Of Heaven's pevaiting love, ye shall not hana 
One ringlet Of her head. — How ! is there not 
Enough of blood upon yoar borthen'd souls ? 
Will not the visions ofyour midnight coudi 
Ba wild and dark enough, but ye must heap 
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E'en thooffh fhii' mjud be spared !— Com toD ce, look op t 
Tboofhaltiiotdie. 

Ramond. Oh ! death e'en now hath ?eil'd 
The light of her soft beauty.— Wake, my lore ! 
Wake at my Toice ! 

Prodda. Anselmo, lead her hence. 

And let her U?e, bnt never meet my sight. 
—Begone !— my heart will burst 

Raimond. One last embraee f 

—Again life's rose is opening on her cheek ; 
Yet most we part— So loye is cmsh'd on earth ! 
Bat there are brighter worlds !— Farewell, farewell ! 

{Se gioeg her to the cart itfAMebmo). 

Cotutanee {slowly retovering)* There was a ?oiee which 
call'd me. — Am I not 
A spirit freed from earth ?-^Te I not pass'd 
The bitterness of death ? 

Amelmo, Oh, haste away ! 

Comtanee, Tes ! Raimond caUs me. — He too is released 
From his cold bondage.— We are free at last, 
And lUl is well— Away ! < She ie led out by Aneeimo). 

Raimond, The pang is o'er, 

And I have bat to di^ 

Montalba. Now, Prodda, 

Comes thy great task. Wake ! sommon to thine aid 
All thy deep soul's commanding energies ; • 

For thoiH-« chief among OS— most proitfanct • 
The sentence of thy son. ^^rests with thee. 

Proeida. Ha ! ha !— Men's hearts should be of softer mould 
Than in the elder time.— Fathers could doom 
Their children <Aen with an unfaltering Foice, 
And we most tremble thus !-^Is it not said. 
That nature grows degenerate, earth being now 
Sofnllofdays? 

MonUUba. Rouse up thy mighty heart. 

Prodda, Ay, thou say'st right There yet are souls whicb 
tower 
As landmarks to mankind— Well, what's the task ? 
—There is a man to be condemn'd, you say ? 
Is he then guilty ? 
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Ml. That w^detmofhim 

With one accord. v 

ProeidtL And hath he nanght to plead ? 

> Raimond. Naught but a aool unstaiii^. 

Proeida, Why, that ia little. 

Staiiu on the soul are bat as conscience deema them, 
And conscience — may be sear'd. — But, for this sentence I 
—Was 't not the penalty imposed on man, 
E'en from creation's dawn, that he must die? 
— It was : thus making guilt a sacrifice 
Unto eternal justice: and we bnt 
Obey Heayen'smanoafe, when we cast dark souls 
To tn' elements from among us. — Be it so ! 
Such be kU doom \—l haTe said. Ay, now my heart 
Is girt with adamant, whose cold weight doth press 
Its gaspings down.— ^ff! let mebreMhein freedom I 
'— Mountams are on my breast ! {He Hnks back* ) 

Montaiba. Guards, bear the prisoner 

Back to his ^ 



Rttimand. Father! oh, look up ; 

Thou art my fiither still ! 

ChUdo {Uaoing the Tribunal^ throwe himtelf on the neck 
qf Raimond), Oh t Raim o nd, RamiODd ! 

If it should be that I have wiong'd thee, say 
Thou dost foigiye me. ^ 

Raimond. Friend of my joung days, 

60 may all-pitying HeaTen ! (Ramfmd ia led ont,) 

Proeida. Whosevojce waf that? 

Where is he ?— gone ? — now I may breathe once more 
lo the free air ofhearen. Let us away. [Exeunt Omnee. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 
SciNB I.— ^ Prieon^ dimly lighted, 
Raimond eleeping* Procida tnlon. 

Proeida 



ida {gazing npon him eometfteL Can he then sleep ? 

— Th' orersliadowiM night ham wrapt 
at her stated hours*-^ stars hare set 

lid their course 
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Of wakefoIiieM and regt ; y«t hath not al^p 

Sat oo mioe eyelids since — bat this avails not ! 

•^And thus he slumbers ! — '* Why, this mien doth seem 

As if its soul were but one lofty thought 

Of an immortal destiny !"— his brow 

Is calm as wares wbrreon the midnight heaTeni 

Are imaged siiently.-^Wake, Raimond, wake! 

Thy rest is deep. 

Raimond {ttarting up). My fother !— Wkarefora here ? 
I am prepared to die, yet would 1 not 
Fkllby%haBd. 

. Procida. 'Twas not for tku I came. 

Raimond. Then wherefore ?— «nd upon thy lofty teov 
Why burnt the troubled flush 1 

Procidu, Perchance 'tis shame. 

Yes ! it may well be shame ! — for I have striven 
With natuiVs feebleness, and been o'erpowered 
•— Howe'er it be, 'tis ^at for thee to gaze, 
Noting it thus. Rise, let me loose thy chalaa. 
Arise, and follow me ; but let thy etep 
Fall without sound on earth : I have prepared 
The means for thy escape. 

Raimond, What ! thou ! the austere, 

The inflexible Procida ! hast thou done this^ 
Deeming me g;uilty stiU ? 

Prodda, Upbraid me not ? 

It is even ao. There have been nobler deeds 
Bv Roman fathers done,-^nt I am weak. 
Therefore, again I say, arise ! and haste. 
For the night wanes. Thy Active course mutt be 
To realms beyond the deep ; so let us part 
In silence, and for eyer. 

Raimond, Let hm fly 

Who holds no deep asylum in his breast. 
Wherein to shelter from the scoffs of men ! 
—I can sleep calmly here. 

Procida, Art thou in love 

With death and infamy, that so thy choice 
Is made, lost boy ! when freedom courts thy grasp ? 

AotMond. Father ! to set th' iitevocableseal 
Upon that shame Wherewith ye have branded me, 
There needs but flight.— What should 1 bear from this, 
Itfy native land ?— A blighted aane, to rise 
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And part me, with its dtrk nmembraBCM^ 
For eyer from the sunthine l-^^-O'er my soul 
Bright ahadowiiigs of a nobler detUny 
Float in dim beauty throoEh the gloom ; bat here, 
On earth, my hopea are closed. 

Proeida. Thy hopes are closed ! 

And what were they to mine ?— Thoa wiH not fly ! 
Why, let all traitors flock to thee, and learn 
How proudly guilt can talk ! — Let fathers rear 
Their o£bpnng henceforth, as the free wild birds 
Foster their young : when these can mount alone, 
DissolTing nature's bonds — ^why should it not 
Be so with US? 

Raimond. Oh, Father !«Now I feel 

What high preroeatiyes beloiuf to death. 
He hath a deep, mough Toiceless eloquence, 
To which I leayd my cause. " His solemn veil 
]>oth with mysterious beauty clothe our yirtues^ , 

And in its vast, oblivious folds, for eyer 
O'vre shelter to our faults.''— when I am gone. 
The mists of passion which have dimmed my name 
Will melt like day-dreams ; and my meqiory then 
Will be— not what it »hould haye'been-^for I 
Must pass without my fame — but yet, unstain'd 
As a clear morning dew-drop. On ! the graye 
Hath rights inviolate as a sanctuary's, 
And they should be my own ! 

Proeida, Now, 1^ jo^ Heaven, 

I will not thus be tortured !«— Were wAj heart 
But of thy guilt or innocence assured, 
I could be Mlm again. *' But, in this wild 
Suspense^— this conflict and vicisntode 
Of opposite feelings and convictions — ^What ! 
Hath It been mine to temper and to bend 
AU spirits to my purpose ; have I raised 
With a severe and passionlefs cner|^, 
From the dread mmgline of their elements, 
Storms which have rodrd the earth ?— And shall I now 
Thus fluctuate, as a feeble reed, the seom ^ 
And plaything of the winds ?"— Look on me, boy ! 
Goilt never dared to q^eet these eyes, and keep 
Ita heart's dark secret dose.— Ob. pitjring Hteven ! 
Speak to my soul with some dread oraiclei 
A»d teO me which If troth* 

Rtthnond, I will not plead. 

13* - T 
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I will not call ih' Onmipotciit to stteit 
My inooeence. No, fother, in thj heart 
I know my birthrij^ht shall be toaii restored ; 
Therefore I look to death, and bid thee speed 
The great absolver. 

Procida, Oh f my son, my ton ! 

We will not part in wrath ! — ^the sternest heartg, 
Within their proud and guarded fastnesses, 
Hide snmething still, round which their tendrils cling 
With a close grasp, unknown to those who dresa 
Their love in smiles. And soch wert thon to me ! 
The all which taught me that my soul was cast 
In nature's mould.— And I must now hold on 
My desolate course alone • — ^Why, be it thns ! 
He that doth guide a nation*8 star, shoald dwell 
High o*er the clouds in regal solitude, 
Bumcient to himself. 

Raimond, Tet, on that summit. 

When with her bright wings glory shadows thee 
Forget not him who coldly sleeps beneath, 
Tet might have soar'd as high \ 

Procidq. No, fear thou not ! 

Thon 'It be remember'd long. The canker-worm 
O' th* heart is ne^r forgotten. 

Raimtmd, « Oh ! not thus—* 

I wonld not Mtis be thought of.** 

Procida. Let me deem 

Again that thon art base * — for thy bright looks. 
Thy glorious mien of fearlessness and troth. 
Then would not haunt me as th' avenging powers 
FoUow'd the pamcide.— Farewell, farewell ! 
I have no tears. — Oh ' thus thy mothe- looked, 
When, with a sad, yet half-tnomphant smile, 
AH radiant with deep meaning, from her death-bed 
She gave thee to my arms. 

Raimond, Now death has lost 

His sting, since thon believ'st me innocent. 

Procida {wildly). Thou innocent !— Am I thy murderer 
then? 
Away ! I tell thee thou hast fbade my name 
A scorn to men !— No ? I will not forgive thee ; 
A traitor '-^What ! the blood of Procida 
Filling a traitor's veins :— Let the earth drink it ; 
Thou wonldst iftotiTe ow fots !-*bBt they shall meet 
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From ihj perfidious li|>8 a wttkomc^ eold 

As death can make it. — Go, prepare thy 60al ! 

Redmond, Father ! yet hear me ! 

Procida. No ! thou *rt skill'd to midce 

£'eo shame look fair. — Why should I linger thus ? 

( Going to leave the prison, he turns back for a moment) 
If there be aujfht— t/ aught— for which thou need'st 
Forgiveness— not of me, but that dread power 
From whom no heart is veiPd^Ielay thou not 
Thy prayer: — ^Time hurries on. 

Raimond, I am prepared. 

Procida. Tis well. [Exit PaociDA. 

Redmond, Men talk of torture !— Can they wrcidc 

Upon the sensitive and shrinkinff fraikie, 
Half the mind bears, and lives ?— My spirit feeU ' 
Bewilder'd ; on its powers this twilight gloom 
Hangs like a Weight of eurth.-^It should be morn ; 
Why, then, perchance, a beam of Heaven's bright son 
Hath pierced, ere now, the grating of my dungeon, 
Telling of hope and mercy \ [Exit into an inner cell, 

ScBNB II.— ^ Street qf Palermo. 

Many Citizens assembled. 

First Citizen, The morning breaks ; his time is tJmost 
eome: 
Will he be led this way ? 

Second Citizen, Ay, so 'tis said, 

To die before that gate through which he purposed 
The foe sho|ild enter in. 

Third Citizen, 'Twas a vile plot ! 

And yet 1 would my hands were pure as his 
From the deep ttaia of blood. Didst hear the fomidi 
r th' air last night? 

Second Citizen. Since the great work of slaughter. 
Who hath not heard theuj duly, at those hours 
Which should be silent? 

Third Citizen. Oh ! the fearful mingling 

The terrible mimiery of human voiees. 
In every sound which to the heart doth speak 
Of wo and dejith. 

Second IHiHxen. Ay, there was woman's shrill 

And piereiiig cry ; and the low feeble wail 

Digitized by Google 



1 52 TU£ VESPERS 

Of dying infants ^ and the hidf-supfMresa^d 
Deep groan of man in his last agonies ! 
And now and then there swell'd upon the breeze 
Strange, savage bursts of laughter, wilder far 
Than aU the rest. 

Fir»t Citizen* Of our own fate, perchance, 

These awful midnight waijiings may be deem'd 
An ominous prophecy. — Should ]&>gnce reeain 
Her power among us, doubt not, we shall haye 
Stem reckoners to account with.~Hark{ 

{The 90Und of trumpets heard at a distance,) 

Second Citizen, 'Twas but 

A rushing of the breeze. 

Third CiHzen, E'en now, 'tis said, 

The hostile bands approach. 

{The sound is heard gradually draioing nearer,) 

Second Citizen* A^fain ! — tbat sound 

Was no Elusion. Nearer yet it swells — 
Thej come, they cpgae I 

Procida enters, 

Proeida, ^ The foe is at your gates ; 

But hearts and hands prepijured shall meet his onset ; 
Why are ye loitering hei-c ? 

Citizens, My lord, we came^ — w 

Procida. Think ye I know not wherefore ?*-*twa9 to see 
A feUow-beine die ! — Ay, 'tis a sieht 
JVf an ioTCs to lopk on, and the tenderest hearts 
Recoil, and yet withdraw not from the scene. 
For this ye came. — ^What ! is our nature fierce, 
Or is there that in mortal a^^ony. 
From which the soul, ezidtmg in its strength, 
Poth learn immortal lessons ?— rHence, and arm I 
^re the night dews descend, ye will have seen 
Enough of death ; for this must be a day 
Of biStle ) — ^Tis the hour which troubled soolf 
Del^^ht in, for its 'rushing storms are wings 
Which bear them up ! — ^Arm, arm ! *tis for your homes, 
And all that lends them lo?elines8— Away f [Exeunt, 

ScKNB llL^Prison of Raimond» 
Raihond. Ansblho. 
RqitMfnd, And Constanpe tben is safe !— JE^eayen b}es 
thee, father! 
Good angels bear such comfort. 
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Amelmo. I have found 

A safe asylum for thine honourM love, 
Where she may dwell until serener days, 
With Saint Rosolia^s gentlest daughters ; thoee 
Whose hallow'd office is to tend the bed 
Of pain and death, and soothe the parting soul 
With their soft hymns : and therefore are thev calPd 
«<Sitter8 of Mercy." 

Raimond, Oh ! that name, my Constanoe, 

Befits thf e well ! E'en in oar happiest days. 
There was a depth of tender pensiveness, 
Fur in thine eyes* dark azure, speaking ever 
Of pity and mild grief.—Iu she at peace ? 

Aneeimo. Alas! wliat shookl I say ? 

Raimond. ^ Why did I ask ? 

Knowing the d^ep and fuU devotedness 
Of her yoong heart's affections ?'Oh ! the thoogfat 
Of my untimely fate will haunt her dreams, 
Whidi should nave been so tranquil ! — And her sonl) 
Whose strength was but the lofty gift of love, 
£ven onto death will sicken. 

Afuelfno. AH Hmt faith 

Can yield of comfort, shall assuage her woea ; 
And still, whate'er betide, the light of Heavea 
Rests on her geode heart. But thoa, my son ! 
Is thy yoong spirit master'd and prepar'a 
For nature's fearful and myatcrions change ? 

Raimond, Ay, father ! of my brief remaining task 
The least part is to die ! — And yet the cup 
Of life stiU mantled brightly to my lips, 
Cmwn'd with that sparkline bubble, whose prood i 
Is— glory !— Oh ! my soul, from boyhood's mom. 
Hath nursed such mighty dreams ! — It was my hope 
To leave a name, whose echo, from the abyss 
Of time should rise, and float upoh the winds, 
Into the far hereafter ; there to be 
A trumpet-sound, a voice from the deep tomb, 
Murmuring— Awake ! — Arise ! — But this is pait ! 
Erewhile, and it had seem'd enough of shame. 
To sleep forgotten in the duat— but now 
•—Oh Gnd !— the undying reoord of my grave 
Will be, — Here tleepB a traitor !— One, whose crime 
Was— to deem brave men might find nobler weapons 
Than the cold murderer's dagger ! 

Amelmo. Oh, my son. 
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Sobdue these troubled thongbta ! Tbou wooldst not change 
Thy lot for theirs, o'er whose dark dreams will hane 
The aveo^g shadows, which the blood-stain'd soul 
Doth conjure from the dead ! 

Raimond, Thou M right. I would not. 

Yet 'tis a weary task to school the heart, ^ 
Ere years or griefs hare tamed its fiery spirit 
Into that still and passive fortitude, 
Which is but learn'd from suffering.— Would the hour 
To hush these passi<Hiate throbbings were at hand ! 

Anselmo, It will not be to-day. Hast thou not heard-«- 
—But no— the rush, the trampline, and the stir 
Of this great city, arming in ner haste, 
Pierce not these duneeon-depths.-i-The foe hath readi'd 
Our gates, and all Pidermo's youth, and all 
Her warrior-men, are marshall'd, and gone fortk 
In that high hope which makes realities, 
To the red field. Thy father leads them on. 

Raimond {starting npy. They are gone forth ! my fathex 
leads them on ! 
All, all Palermo's youth !— No ! one is left, 
Shut out from glory's race !— They are gone forth ! 
—Ay ! now the aool of battle is abroad, 
It bums upon the air !^The joyous winds 
Are tossing warrior-plumes, the proud white foam 
Of battle's roaring bulows !— On my sight 
The vision bursts^t maddens ! 'tis the flash, 
llie lightning-shock of lances, and the cloud 
Of rushing arrows, and die broad full blaze 
Of helmets in the sun !— The very steed 
With his majestic rider glorying shares 
The hour's stem joy, and waves his floating man*' 
As a triumphant bafaner |— Such things are 
Even now->-and I am liere ! 

Anselmo. Alas, be calm! 

To the same grave ye pres8,^thou that dost pme 
Beneath a weieht of chains, and they that rule 
Utie fortunes of the fight. 

Raimond, Ay! TMe canst feel 

The calm thou wouldst impart, for unto thee 
All men alike, the warrior and the slave^ 
8eem, asthou say'st but pilgrims, pressing on 
To the same bourne.— Tet call it not the same ! 
Their graves, who fall in this day's fight, will be 
As altars to their countryi yislted 

Digitized by Google 



OF PALERMO. 155 

By fathers with their ehiUren, bearinfr wreath*^ 
And chanting hymnt in honour of the dead : 
Will mine be Mich ? 

'ViTTORiA ruahn in iBildly^ a»ifpunutd, 

ViUoria. Anselmo ! art thoa found 7 

Haste, haste, or flU is lost ! Perchance thy Toice, 
Whereby they deem Heayen speaks, thy Bfted cross, 
And prophetpmien, may stay the fngitiyes, 
Or shame them back to die. 

Anselmo, The fogitiyes ! 

What wo^ are these ?— 'the sons of Sicily 
Bly not before the foe 1 

ViUoria, That I should say 

It is too true ! 

An»€lmo, X And thoo-i^hoa bleedest, lady ! 

VitUrria, Peace ! heed not me, when Sicily is lost ! 
I Btood upon the walls, and watched onr bands. 
As, with thdr ancient, royal banner spread. 
Onward they march'd. The combat was begun, 
The fiery impulse giyen, and yaliant men 
Had seal'd their freedom with their blood— when lo ! 
That false Alberti led his recreant yassals 
To join th' inyader's host. 

RaHnond, His country's curse 

Rest on the sla^e for eyer \ 

ViUoria, Then distrust 

E'en of their noble leaders, and dismay, 
That swift contagion, on Palermo's bands 
Game, bice a deadly blight. They fled !— Oh shame ! 
E'en now they fly ! — Ay, through the city gates 
They rush, as if all Etna's burning streams 
Pursued their winged steps ! 

Haimond, Thou hast not named 

Their chief-^Di Procida— He doth not fly. ft 

Vittoria. No \ like a kingly lion in the toils, 
Daring the hunters yet. he proudly strlyes 
Bat aU in yain ! The tew that breast the storm, 



With Gnido and Montalba, by his side. 
Fight but for grayes upon the battle-field. 

ib< 

joogle 



Raimond, And I am here /—Shall there be power, O God * 
In the roused energies of fierce despair, 
To burst my heart— «nd not to rend my chains ? 



1^6 TH£ VSSraid 

Oh, for one moment o^ tbe Aoaderbolt 
To let the strong man free ! 

Vittoria {after gazing upon him earnestly). Why, 
'twere a deed 
Worthy the fame and blessing of all time, 
To loose thy bonds, then son of Procida ! 
Thoo art no traitor : — from thy kindl«'d brow 
Looks out thy loftr soul ! — Arise ! go forth ! 
And rouse uie noble heart of Sicily 
Unto high deeds again. Anseimn, haste ; 
Unbind nim! Let my spirit still preTail, 
Ere I depart — for the strc'nt; hand of death 
Is on me now. — ( She nnka back against a pillar, ) 

Anselmo, Oh Heaven ! the life-blood streams 

Fast firom thy heart-- thy troubled eyes grow dim. 
Who hath done this? 

Vittoria^ Be^e the ^tos I stood. 

And in the name of him, the h »ved and lost. 
With whom I soon shall be, all vainly strove 
To stay the shameful flight. Then from the foe, 
Fraught with my summons to his viewless home. 
Came the fleet shaft which pierced m«. 

Anselmo, Yet, oh yet, 

It may not be too late. Help, help ! 

Vittoria, Away ! 

Bright is the hoar which brings me liberty ! - 

Attendants enter. 

Haste, be those fetters riven ! — ^Unbar the gates, 
And set the captive free ! 

(The Attendan ts seem to hesitate. ) Know ye not her 
W ho diould have worn your country's diadem ? 
Attendants, Oh, lady, we obey. 

{They take off Raimgnd's chains. He springs up eamlt* 
ingly,) 

Raimond. Is this r.o dream ? 

•—Mount, eaffle ! thou art free ! — Shall I then die, 
Not 'midst the mock- ry f insulting crowds, 
But on the field of banners, where the brave 
Are striving for an imiuoi tality ? 
—It is e'en so ! — Now for bright arms of proof, 
A helm, a keen-edged falchion, and e'en yet 
My fathfir may be sav^d ! 
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Vittoria, Away, be strong ! 

And let tiij betOe-word, to rale tiie storm, 
Bfr-^Conrodtn/f {He nuhes oiU,) 

Oh ! for one hoar of life 
To heer that name blent with th' exalting shoat 
Of victory !— ''twill not be !— A m^htier power 
Both fommoB me awaj. 

AnttltM, To porer worlds 

Balee thj last thoughts in hope. 

Vittoria. Tes ! A« is there, 

All glorious in his beauty !-^onradin ! 
Derai parted us— and death shall re-onite ! 
—He wiU not stay—it is all darkness now ! 
Night gathera ^er my spirit. • {She diet. ) 

AneeUno. She is gone ! 

It is an awful hour which stilis the heart 
That beat so proudly once.— Ha?e mercy, Heaven! 

{He kneeU beside her.) 

( The ecene doses.) 



SciHB IV.^Btfore the Qateetf Fakrmo, 

Sicilians fl^fing iu multucu a ly towards the Gates, 

Vaie^ (wUhtmt), Montjoy! Mon^oy! St. Dennis for 

PfOTen^als,on! 

SieHiam, Fly, fly, or all is lost ! 

(Raimond appears in the gateway, armed, and carrying 
a banner,) 

Raimond, Back, back, I sav ! ye men of Sicily ! 
All is not lost ! Oh shame !— A few brave hearts 
fa such a cause, ere now, have set their breasts 



Afainst the rush of thousands, and snstain'd, 
And made the shock recoil.— Ay, n^n, free man, 
Still to be call'd so, hath achieved such deeds 
As heaven and earth have marvelPd at ; and souls. 
Whose spark yet slumbers with the days to come, 
Shall bun to hear: transmitting brightly thus 
iVsadom from race to race !— Back r (» prepare 
AmUst yoor hearths, your boweia, your very shriB^9 
To bleed and die in vtfn !— Turn, follow me ! 
OewwiiB, OoBnidiB!*-f»r SicUy 
14 
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Hi0 fPirit fights t— Remenber Conradin ! 

(7^ begin to raUt^ around hiauy 
At. this M wcU I^Now follow me, uui charge ! 

{ The Protck^ ALS ruth tfi, bui an repuhed by the 
SiciWANa.) [Sxmnt. 

Scene V.^Part qf the Field of Battle. 

MOMTALBA enters wounded, and mpoorted by BAXMONDy 
whoeeface it cofteealed by Ms helmet* 

Raimond, Here rest thee, wanior. 

MonUOba. Rert, ay. death is rest^ 

And saoh will saon be mine— Bat thanks to thee, 
I diall not die a captiye. BraTe Sicilian ! 
These lipa are all mrased to soothing words, 
Or 1 should bless the yalour which hath won 
For my last hoar, the proud free solitude 
Wher^rith my soul wbuld gird itself.— Thy name ? 

Raimond. 'Twill be no mnsic to thine ear, Montalba. 
Gaze— «ead it thus ! {He lifts the visor qf his hdmet.) 

MonUdba. Raimond di Procida ! 

Raimand. Thou hast pursued me with a bitter hate. 
But fare thee well ! Heaven's peace be with thy soul ! 
I must away— One glorious effort more 
And this prood field is won! [Elant Raimond. 

Montalba. . Am I thus humbled 1 

How my heart sinks withm me ! But 'tis death 
(And he can tame the mightiest) hath subdued 
My towering nature thus f— Yet is he welcome ! 
That youth— 'twas in his pride he rescued me ! 
I was his deadliest io^, and thus he proved 
His fearless scorn. Ha ! ha I but he shall fail 
To melt me into womanish feebleness. 
There I still bafie bun— the grave shall seal 
Mt lips for ever— mortal shall not hear ,,r j. 

M^Udba say-" Forgive /" [^e ««»<*. 

{The Scene closes.) 
Scene VI.— -4nott^r part of tpe Field. 
P&ooiDA. GciDO. -4n<fotfterSiciLiAKf. \ 
Procida, The day is ours ; butlie^ the braTeuoknowp, 
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Who tamed the tide of batde: he iriM>ee path 
Was TictOTT— who bath eeca him ? 

Albbkti u bfughi itkwoundedy mmdf$tUredf 

MbtrU. Arocidar 

ProddtL Be lilent, traitor !«Bear hin from my fight 
Unto jonr deepeit dnsgeona. 

AlhwiL Ib the graTe ^ 

A nearer home awaiti me,— Tet one word 
Ere m J Toiee lail— thj son— 

Prodda. Speak, ipeak ! 

AXberU. Thj sea 

Kaowe not a thought of gailt. That trak'fcw plot 
Was mine akme. {HtuUd away* ) 

Frodda, Attest it, earth and Hearen! 

Mr MMi is gniltlese !— Hear it, Sicily ! 
Tbe Mood of Prodda is noble stUl I 
^-M]^ SOB !— He fires, he lives !— His voice shall speak 
Fofgireness to his sire !— His name shall cast 
Its brightness &nmj senl ! 

Oui4fi. Oh, day of joy ! 

The brother of my heart is wopthy still 
The loflyMme he bears. 

AvsKLMO cnisrs. 
Freeida. Anselmo, welcome ! 

Ina gbd hour we meat, Inr know, my son 
Isgultless. 

^NtsAiio. And Tictorioos ! by his arm 
AB hath been resoned. v 

Prodda, How ! fh' anknown— 

Anselmo. Was he ! 

ThynobleRaim«ndI ByVittoria*shand 
Freed from his bondage m that awfol hour 
When all was flight and terror. 

Prodda. Now my cnp 

Of joy too brightly mantles ! — Let me press 
My warrior to ^lather's heart — and die ; 
¥at life hath naoght beyond— Why comes he not ? 
Attsdmo, lead me to aiy raliant boy ! 

^lueAno^ Temper this proud delight. 

Prodda, What means that look ? 

He hath not fallen ? 
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Antdmo. B« Ufes. 

Proeida. Away, away! 

Bid the wide eily with triomphal pomp 
Prepare to sreet her yi(Stor. Let this noiir 
Atone fw all hifl wrdngf !^ [JBstemmi. 

ScBNB yiL-^Garden if a Conceit. 
Raim OND it ted in wounded^ feamn^ on Att«ndaht6» 

Ramond. Bear me to no doll conch, but let me die 
In the bright faee of natore f — 'lift my nelm, 
That I may look on hearen. 

Pint AtUndant {to Second Attendtnl). Lay Uttto tut 
On this rreen aonay bank, and 1 will call 
Sonie hdy niter tp his aid \ but thou 
Return onto the field, for hich-bom mien 
There need the peasant's ai£ [Mmt SicON B AvTgaigiJMiV. 

{T^Bmimtmd.) H«e g«riler handi 

Shall tend (bee, warrior; for in these ralNaCB 
They dwell, whose tows devote them to ^ oiftne 
Of all that suffer. May'st thou lire to bless them ! 

[ExU First ATTBimAKv. 

Ramond, Thns haye I wish'd to' die l-^-'Twas t ptaoA 
strife! 
Mr father blessM th* nnknown who rescued him, 
( Bless'd him, alas ! beeuuae unknown ! ) and Guido, 
Beside me brayely strwfline, call'd aldnd 
« Noble SidUan, on !" Oh ! had they deem'd 
Twas I who led that rescue, they had mm'd 
Mine aid, tiiough 'twas delivwance ; and thdr looks 
Had fallen, like blights, upon me.— There is on^ 
Whose eye ne'er turned on mine, but its blue light 
Grew softer, trembling through the dewy mist 
. Raised by deep tenderness !--Oh vaiifft Ibe foal 
Set in that eye, shine on me ere I pensh ! 
—•Is 't not her voice ? 

Constance enters^ epeisking to a NtrNv who ftims inia 
emo^ieT path, 

Constance, Ob ! bappy ihey.ldnd lister, 

Whom thus yetead ; for it is theira to W 
With braye men side by side, when 'the roused heart 
Beats proudlv to the liM I— There are high lOttb 
Whose hope was such a death, and 'tis denied ! 
{She approaches RAmonn,) 
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ToaBff wwrior, is fbere Mgktt-ljboif here, my. lUtmoil ! 
Ttotthere— andthiit!-- Oh! ia tliii joj ov wo ? 



Raimmul. Joy, be it joy, nty owb. my Metied loi 
E'en on the grave's dim Terge f— yet ! k l» joy ! 
My ComtaBce ! ▼ieton hare been erown'o, ore son 
'With the green sluning hiarel, when tfaeb browi 
Wore death's own impre s s and it nmy be thoi 
E'en Tet. with me !«They freed me. when the foe 
Had hair prerail'd. and I have proudly eam'd. 
With Biy heart's dearest blood, the meed to die 
Within thine I 



Cmutamee. Oh! speakBot t h oa t odie! 

These woudimay yetbe elosed. 

{She aiteiimU to hmd hit moiuids.) 
Look on me, lore ! 
Why. there is more than life in thy glad mien, 
Tis foil of hope! and from thyldiidled eye 
Breaks e'en mwonted light, whose ardent ny 
Seems botB to be immortal ! 

Moimoiul. Tise'enso! 

The parting sool doth cather all her fires 
Aromidher; all her gforioos hopes, and dreams, 
And homing aspiratitMis, to iHnme 
Tlie shadowy dmmess of the nntsodden paft 
Whieh lies befbre her ; and, eneirded ( 



Awhile she sits in dying eyes, aiid thenco 

Scads forth her brwhtmrc#dl. Thy gentle cares 

Are Tain, and yet f Mess them. 

Comianee. Say not rain ; 

The dying look not thus. We shall not part ! 

Jtotmonii. I hare seen death ere now, and known him wear 
Fall many a changefol aspeet.^ 



Conttmee. Oh t but l 

Radiant as thine, my warrior f— Thoo wilt live ! 
liook roond thee !--an is smishine— IS not this 
Asmiliiigworld? 

Raimond. Ay, gentlest lofe, a world 

Of joyous beauty and magnincenee, 
Akaost too fohr to kave !— Tet most we tame 
Oor ardent hearts to this f^Oh, weep thon not ! 
There is no home for Kbcrbr, or Iotc, 
Beneath diese festal skies f— Be not deceived ; 
My way lies for beyond 1-^ shall be soon 
That TiewlesB thteg whichy with its mortal weeds 

Digitized by Google 



162 TOS VS8PBB6 

CasliM off meaner pasBimis, yet, we liMty 
F<Mgeli not how to lore ! 

OomUmet. And mort lliif be ^ 

H^yen, thou urt laereifol !-^h ! bid o«r Bovlfl 
))epiirt together ! 

Ramond, Coostcnee! fliere is strength 

Within thy gentle heart; tirfaich hath been prom 
Nobly, for me : — Arouse it Once again ! 
Thy g^ef nnmans me — and I fiun would meet 
That which approaches, as a brave man yields 
With proud submission to a mightier foe. 
—It is upon meaow ! 

Corutance. IwiUbeealm* 

liet thy head rest iq^ion my bosom, Raimond, 
And I will so suppress its quick deep sobs, 
They shall but ro^ thee to thy rest. There is 
A world, (ay, let us seek it ! ) where no blight 
Falls on the beautiful rose of youth, and there 
I shall be with thee soon ! 

PaociDA mnd Amsblmo emUr, Prmum, on seeing 
Raimoks, ttarU back. 

Aruelmo. Lift op tl^ head. 

Brave youth, ezoltelT ! for h> ! thine bow 
Of gloiy comes !-^ I doth iteometoo late ? 
E'en now the false Albert! hi^ oonfess'd 
That guilty plot, for which thy fife was doomM 
To be th' atonement. 

Raimond. 'Tis enough! R^oice, 

R^ice, my Constnnee ! for I leave a name 
O'er which thou may'st weep proudly ! {He nnke back,) 

TothybreaA 
Fold me yet closer, for an icy dart 
Hath tonch'd my veins. 

tJowttance, And must thon leave me, Rainciiid ? 
Alas! thine eye grows dim— Its wandfKng^laaee 
Is fhU of dreams. 

Raimond, Haste, haste, sod tell my father 

I was no traitor ! 

Protlda {rushing fafwoH), tNoUiatliHth^r^r heart 
Retnm, forgiving all thy wroi^, return ! 
Sptsk to me, Ramkond f— Thou wert' ever Idnd, 
Ajid brave, and gentle ! Say that mil the past 
Shall be forgiven ! That word'from none^bntihee 
My ]ip« e'er askM.— Spedc to tee on«e, my bOy, 

Digitaed by Google >. 



My uride, my lioM^(*^i«i^ it wHk4k^4imm2 
IxKik on me y«t M)li ! AM Oil ^pa-be Mto ? 



Bmmond. Off wMi tlus weigfelt of dufOil lt<b idfMctt 
For 8 erown'd eonqaefor !—H:tfk, 6ie tktilii|i«f t Ytiliie '! 

opprotiekinif.) 
U 't not a thriUing esUt^Wttit *o«ir«|>dl 
BumAit me tlms t«4ejMe ! I «b frMtigidii ! 
Now swell yonr feitd itnuiu, the field it won! 
Slnir me to gkUooa dreamt. (J3c dim.} 

AnBtlmo, ThefltrifeifOMt. 

There fled a noble MpnH ! 

Cmutance, . finth! hetleep*^ 

Dutorfo him not ! 

Antdmo, Alas ! this if no sleep 

From which the eye doth radiantly onelose : 
Bow down thy soul, for earthly hope is o'er ! 

{The mutie c<mtinue» apfroaehing. OuiDO inUrtf 
with Citizens and Soldiers.) 

Chtido, The shrines are deck'd, the festire torehes b inn o— 
Where is oar brare deliverer ? — ^We are come , 

To crown Palermo's victor ! 

Anaelmo, Te come too late. 

The Toice of hnman praise doth send no e^bo 
Into the world of spirits. ( IHe muiie enma.) 

Prodda {after a pauee) . Is this dost 
I look on— Riumond !— 'tis bit sleep— a smile 
On his pale cheek sits proudly. Raimond, wake ! 
Oh,Ood! and this was his tnsmphant day! 
My SOB, my iiyored son ! 

Conetanu {atarUng). Art thou his father ? 
I know thee now.— Hence ! with thy dark stem eye. 
And thy cold heart !— Thou canst not wake him now ! 
Away! he will not answer bat to me. 
For none like me hath loved him ! He is mine ! 
Te shall notrend him from me. 

Proeida, Oh! heibieio 

Thy lore, poor maid ! — Shrink from me now no more ! 
He Knew thy heart— bat who shaU tell him now 
The depth, th' intenseness, and the agony, 
Of my suppressed affection ? — ^I hare leaned 
All ma high worth in time— to deck his grave ! 
Is there not power in the strong spirit's wo 
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To forec ui awwcr ftott lit ticwleii woridi 
Ortliede|Mrted7^RdnoBd!— %eakt fofgive! 
RaiaMvd / my ▼ietor, bt ^liretw, kaar ! 
Whj, wlMt • world it thu !— TVvth evtr bvntt 
Ob Che dark MMd too late: And glory erowns 
WnooMeSoatdead! Aad aa fiovr eomes to break 
The miriitieet hearta !— Mj ton ! mr ton ! ii thifl 
A day m trinmpk !— Ay. nr Aee aume ! 

(He Mrmor kmtH^ mpim the body 9f RAiMOirD.) 
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Oft, 
THB MBBTmO ON THB FIIU> OF OSmU. 



d by Google 



d by Google 



A]>V£RTIS£M£lfT. 



£t was in the year 1308, that the Swiss rose 
against the tyranny of the Bailifi^ appointed over 
them by Albert of Austria. The field called the 
Griitli, at the foot of the Seelisberg, and near the 
boundaries of Uri and Unterwalden, was fixed 
upon by three spirited yeomen, Walter Fiirst (the 
father-in-law of William Tell), Werner Staufia- 
cher, and Emi (or Arnold) Melchthal, as their 
place of meeting, to deliberate on the accom- 
plishment of their projects. 

^^ Hither came Fihrst and Melchthal, along 
secret paths over the heights, and Staufiacher in 
hb boat across the Lake of the Four Cantons. 
On the night preceding the* 1 1th of November, 
1307^ they met here, each with ten associates, 
men of approved worth ; and while at this so- 
lenm hour tLey were wrapt in the contemplation 
that on their success depended the fate of their 
whole posterity, Werner, Walter, and Arnold 
held up their hands to heaven, and in the name 
of the Almighty, who has created man to an in- 
alienable degree of freedom, swore jointly and 
strenuously to defend that freedom. The thirty 
associates heard the oath with awe ; and witli 
uplifted hands attested the same God, and all his 
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saints, that they were firmly bent on offering up 
their lives for the defence of their injured liberty. 
They then cahn)y agreed on their fiiture pro- 
ceechngs, and f<Hr the present, each returned to 
his hamlet."— Ploiila'tf HUtary of the HdveHc 
Cwtfederacif. 

On the first day of the year 1308, they suc- 
ceeded in throwing eS the Austrian yoke, and 
^^ it is well attested," says the same author, ^^ that 
. not one drop of blood was shed on this memo- 
rable Qccasiop, nor had one proJHrietor to hunent 
the loss of a chum, a privilege, or an inch of 
land. The Swiss met on the succeeding sabbath, 
and once more confirmed by oath their ancient, 
and (as they fi>ndly named it) their perpetual 
league." 



{ 
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rrwAS night upM <kt Alft.— Tht (tan'tl wild horo, 
like a wfiid't voioe, had fow'd iU iMt loB(t«iBe, 
WiMMe poilnff tthoMk tlifoagh the laMh-wsodt bomej 
To the Mw eaSna of um glaia aoade kaowii 
That wakome ttapa wara sigh. The iioeka had gMM,. 
Bt eliff aad pine-bridce, to Ihair place of rest ; 
The chamois tlnmber'a, for the chase was done ; 
His eavatn<bed of moss the hnnter prasaM, 
And the rock-eagle •onehM, Ugh oa Ua dovdy neat. 

ihadecw^d 




iopoo 
HnshM by the streams ; iMTaarwaafailtawaBe, 
The night in ita mid-watch; it was a time 
E'en marked and haUow'd onto Shmbei's reign. 
Bat thonghto weia atinrhig, restless and snhliaiay 
And o'er his whila Alpa mo^d 4m Sphrit of the dime. 

For there, where aneiM, in crowning glory spread^ 
Hkh and immarfi*d hj mortal footstep lay ; 
Ai^ there, where forraBis, 'oiidst ^ ice-cares fed, 
Borst in their jey of Ikht and sotind awar ; 

* And there, where Freedom^ as in scomAd play. 
Had hong man's dwellings 'asidst the realms of air, 
O^r clifu the rery birth-place of the day— 
Oh! who wciiMdwMn that TVrannyconlddar» 

To lay her withering h«id en God's bright woifea e>a there 

15 
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IV. 

Yet thiif it was— «niidst the fleet streamf gnshiiig 
To bring down rainbows o'er tbeir sparry ceU, 
And the glad heights, through mist and tempest rodiing 
Up where the son's red fire-glance earliest fell, 
And the fresh pastures, wh^ the herd's sweet bell 
Reeall'd such ufe as Eastern patriarchs led ;— 
There peasant-men their free thoughts mifht not tell 
Save in the hour of shadows and oi dread^ 
And hollow fomiidstfaat wake taGuiH's dull, sbalthy tread. 

V. 

But in a land of happy shepherd>hbmes, 
On its creen hills in quiet ioy reclining 
With their brieht hrarth-fires, 'midst the twiligjbt-giooms. 
From boweiy lattice through the fir-woods shining ; 
A land of l^ends and wild son|;s, entwining 
Their memory with all memories lor'd and blest—' 
In such a kuMl there dwells a powei\ combining 
The strength of many a calm, but fearless breast ; 
•*Ai^ wo to him who breaks the Sabbath of its rest! 

VI. 

A sound went up«-the wave's dark sleep was broken— 
On Uri's lake was heard a midnignt oar— 
Of man*s brief course a troubled moment's token 
Th' eternal waters to their barriers bore ; 
And then their gloom a flashing image wore 
Of torch-fires streaming out o'er, eras and wood. 
And the wild falcon's wing was heard to soar 
In startled hastf — and by that moonlight-flood^ 
A band of patriot-men on Griitli's Tcrdure stood. 

vn. . 

They stood in arms— the wolf-spear and the bow 
Had wag'd their war on thingft ol mountain-race ; 
Mirht not thehr swift stroke reach a mail-clat foe? 
—strong hands in harvest, darinc feet in chase. 
True hearU in firht, were gather'd on that place 
Of secret council. — ^Not for fame or spoil 
So met those men in Heaven's muestic face ; — 
To guard ilree hearths they rose, tne sons of toil. 
The hunter of the rocks, the tiller of the soiU 

vm. 

O'er their low pastoral valleys might the tide 
Of years have now'd, aod stiU, from un to con, 
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Their nainea and records 00 the green earth die^ 
Aa cottage-lamps, expiring^ one bygone. 
In the dim glades, when midnight hath began 
To hosh all soondf.— But silent on its height. 
Hie snow-mast, loll of death, while ages rnn 
Their coarse, may slumber, bath*d in rosy light, 
Till tome rash Toice or step disturb its brodding might. 

IX. 

So were they ronsed-rrth^ invading step had p^st 
Their cabin-thfesholds, and the lowly door. 
Which well had stood against the P6hnwind's2 blast, 
Coald bar Oppression from their homes no more. 
Why, what had she to do where all thiogs wore 
WiM Grandeur's impress ?^n the storm's free way, 
How dared ahe lift her pageant crest ^fore 
Th' enduring and magnificent array 
Of aovereign Alpe, that wing!d their eagles with the day ? - 

X. 

Tiua mi^ht not long be bomc--tfae tamelcM hills 
Hare Foices from tne oare and cataract sweUinr. 
Fraoght with His name, whoae awfol presence nUa 
Their dec» lone placet, and for ever telling 
That He (ath made man free !«>and they whoie4w^lin^ 
Wat in those ancient iiwtnettet, gave ear ; 
The weight of snfferaiicA from tl^ir heart* lepelGag, 
They rote— the forester, the mount aineer— 
Oh! what hath earth more jAwng than the good peannt- 

XI. 

Saered be Grutli's field— their vigil keeping 
Throogh many a blue and starry hnmmer-nighty, 
Tliere, while the sons of happier lands were sleeping, 
Had thoae brave Switzers met ; and in the tight 
Of the Jotft God, who pours forth burning miiht 



ui tne 11 
Togifdi 
ABdbnu 



lie Jotft God, who pours forth burning miiht 

;ifd the oppressed, had given their deep mag^ Wfy, 

bracM their spirits for the patriot>fight. 



With lovelv images of hom^ uat lay 
Bo'wer'd 'midst the rattling pinet, or by the torrent-apray^. 

xn. 

Now had endorance reach'd its bonada !— They came 
Witti courage tet in each bright eamett eye. 
The day, the tignal, and the noor to name. 
When they 8l|pja|d, gather on their hiUt to die, 

Digitized by Google 
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Or Aalw IIm QtiMlwi wilk tfaifr J^yiiM dry 
For tkB land's fretiMBk^*TlrM i twtie, tntOMaz 
AB glory in mM-^4bB»a»lBtkikf, ^ 

The ttan, tli« Wttfct fh«fr Mft^^ liKlit emluteiAg, 
Ami Man's iii|;li mA Mprane Ver ta^flrf MatiM ^Uuiii^^ 

XSXL 

Calmly thtr stood, and *widi edleetod nden, 
Breathing tneir sends in Toices firm bat low, 
As if the 8fMk ti the boor and seene, 
With the wood'i Whisper, and the wate's sirMt fiow. 
Had tenmer'd in their thottghtftd beam the felow 
Of all indiMiant feeUng. To the bMath 
Of Dorian flnte. and lyre^note soft and slow. 
E'en tfadi, of old, the Spaitafi from its iheadi 
Drew his deroted arwotd, and girt himielf fbr desth. 

HV. 

And three, that seem'd as chieftains of the band, 

Were nther'din the midst On that lone shore . 

Bj Uif s l ak e . »• iittier of ^e land,** 

One on hit blow thft aiieKl roeori wort) 

Of maiq^ dayiv whoie shadows had nau'd o^ar 

His path among the hiUi, and qoin^'d thi 



Of tM^ wtth MMP6w«'^T#t flram memorfi loipe 
dtiU his life's e^^enint ditw itt tovelieic s f ta a m a , 
For heted Wilii'd wttM 0^ batMe tha lAttitaiA «M«tt». 

XV. 

And his cranr hairs, in hmpier times, m%ht well 
To their last pillow silentlj hnre gone, 
As melts a wreath of snow. — But who shall tall 
How life mmy task the spirit ?*^fie was one. 
Who from iti ttom a fk^eman'b work had wtt^ 
And r«apM hii hnrvevt, and hit Thitage pretsM, 
Feariess of Wfotttf r-»^did now, at tet Of tun, 
He bow'd tt«t to iDt years, fbr on th« bre««t 
Of ft Mill ihiUkdM iana he Afeciii'd it aitieh t» Mtft. 

Bttt for toeh holy rest ttrdng hlinds must toil. 
Strong hearts endure !— By thnt pale elder's side, 
Stoodone that seem'd a monareh of the soil, 
SeieM and iCiitety M hit HMHihoodt pride, 
Wemer,4 the bftv« mi tiMf^lf men han dted, 
Thdr hearths and thrine* intHdate to ke^. 
He was a maftH i^8ntk.-^11ie tt^«e, tkat med 
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WitluB his iHreaat, « Arise !" eame stffl and d6«i 
From his far home, that smiPd, e'en then, in moon-nght d^rp. 

xvn. 

U WM a hone to die for !— an it roae. 
Through its Fine-foliage, tending forth a toiiiid 
Of mirthful childhood, o'er the grren repoae 
And li^wgiiing tmishine of the pa«tnrefl roond ; 
And he whose life to that sweet spot was. bound, 
Rais'd onto Heaven a glad yet thoughtful eye, 
And set his free step nrnier nn the ground. 
When o'er his soul its meloiliea went by, 
As throogh some Alpine pass, « breese of Ital^o 

XVIU. 

Bat who was he, that on his hmrthig^spear 
Ijean'd with a proudef and more fiery bearing ? 
—His was a bw>w for tyrant-hearts to fear. 
Within the shadow of its dark looks wearing 
That which they may not tame— a soul declartMf 
War against earth's oppressors.— 'Midst that moBg, 
Of other mould he seem'd, and loftier daring. 
One whose blood swept high impulses along. 
One that shonld pass, and leave a name for warlike song, 

XIX. 

A memory on the lAonntains !— one to stand. 
When the hills edioed with the deepening swell 
Of hostile trumpets, foremost for the land, 
And in some rock defile, or savage deU, 
Array her peasant-children to repel 
Th' invader, sending arrows for his chains ! 
Ay, oiie to fold around him. as he fell, 
Uw banner with a smile— for through his veins 
The joy of danger flow'd, as torrents to the plams. 

XX. 

There was at times a wildness in the light 
Of his quick-fiashing eye ; a something, bom 
Of the firee Alps, and beautifully bright. 
And proud, and tameless, Un^^iiM Fear to fCOml 
It well miAt be !— Young Emi's» sUp had worn 
The mantling snows on their most repi steeps. 
And track'd the lynx above Ae clouds of mom, 
And foUow'd where the flying chamois leaps 
Across the dark-Wue rifts, th' unfathomM glacier-decps. 
15* 
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XXI. 

fie wu a cretiore of the Alj^me sky, 
A being whose brieht spirit oai been fed 
'Midst the erown'd heights of Joy and liberty, 
And thoughts of poiM».'-^« mw each jNt» ifflMk M 
To the fodi'li (teasttMyeit«*» irbMie eryMab ilied 
Soft lidit o'ef Mitttt ftMtttiMsi--^At fhe ixma 
Of hisioiid hom, tlMi LfittUfieNQi^feN had apMid 
A startled iHttg : (Or oft that Ipftai Bad blOHvU 
Where the fre« ttUhUi^ yoi«e ip»M ti^ltt to MdM titofc^ 

XXIt. 

His step had traekM tlift iTMlta, hfo Mtti had itfiW^t 
The aneient soUtodes — his voice had told" 
Of wrongs to call down fiea^eft.7— That tale was heard 
In Hasli's dales, a«d whcve ^e ihcphenis ftfld 
Their flocks im davk NHfine wad aragfy hold 
On the bleak ObeMand; «nd whwre the U^ 
Of Day's last leolMep iMlhCs hi burning gold 
Oieat RidM'fl OliCi \ and w^rt Motint Pil«ile^ hwgbt 
Castso^affifrghmrftokt the darkness of ills might. 

Nor WW itiMad m mn.^There «ll thiags ^lesi 
High thoughts on man. The fearless banter pass'd, 
And, from the bo»om of (he #tl<krti«5s, 
There leant a spirit atid & liQwttt to caai 
The weigK of boodi^e do^n— mod bright osd Ittt, 
As the cfear Waterf , j^yonsLj and fr«e^ 
Borst from the deA^rl-rock, U nisb^dj at lut^ 
Throiiah the far v&[leys ; till the pat riot' iLree 
Thus wiu their brethrt-n nood^. beside tb« Fof e«t tita.ii 

They link'd tlieir hands^—the j; plc^Jhehf 8tti«!«tt Sdtii^ 



They bound their hearts to siiffenng and to death, 
With the serere and solemtt transport given 
To bless such foiiiB.M«Haw nwft hadstnvcn^ 
How man mi0ii aUrtus, wd imkdy tinft timy kaaw, 
And call'd upon (hakOod) whose arao haitifCB 
The erai« «r mmtf a tymM, rinoe He blew 
The foamiilt M»-1MI«« «n» mi Sgjpt'amighCd'^rlhrMr. 
XX9, 

They knelt, 9M toM ia •treuglb^-'^Tbe vnUenrs kir 
t$tiU in fhehf ditnness, bat lh« {fMks whiek ixSiti»l 
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Into the Inlriit mid-air, had tmht from day 
A floih of nr^ when thoie true Switzert puted, . 
Bach to Ui clen or forest, iteadiaft-hearted, 
And ftdl of hope. Not many irani had worn 
neir aetUnr gloiy, ere from slomber started 
Ten thonsaira Toices, of the mountains bom— 
So ftr was beard the blast of Freedom's echdng horn! 

XXVI. 

The iee-Taolts trembled, when that peal came rending 
The frozen stillness which aromid them hong ; 
From eliff to cliff the avalanche descending, 
OaTC answer, till th^ sky's bine hollows mi^ ; 
And the flame*signals throaeh the midnight spnmg, 
FVom the Snrennen rocks luce banners streaming 
To the far Seelisberg ; whence light was flong 
On Giriitli's field, tiU all the red Uke gleaming 
Shone out, a meteor-bearen in its wild splendour leeming. 

xxvn. 

And the winds toss'd ^d> swnmit's blazing crest, 
As a host's plumage ; and the giant pines, 
Feil'd where they way'd o'er eras and eane's nest, 
Heap'd np the flames. The clouds grew fiery signs, 
As <rer a ciW's burning towers and snrines 
Reddening t&e distance. Wine-cups, crown'd and brigh<^ 
In Werner's dwelUos flow'd ; through leafless Tines 
From Walter's heartn stream'd forth the festive ligh^ 
And £nii's blind old sire gave thanks to Heaven that night. 

xxvni. 

Then, on the silence of the snows there lay 
A Saobath's quiet snnshine,~and its beU 
FilTd the hush'd air awhile, with lonelysway ; 
For the stream's voice was chain'd by Winter's spelL 
The deep wood-sounds had eeas'd.— But rock and dell 
Rung forth, ere long, when strains of jubilee 
Peal'd from the mountalD-churches, with a swell 
Of praise to Him who stills the raging sea.— 
For now the strife was cloe'd, the glorimm Alps were free S 
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NOTES 

to 

THE LEAGUE OF THE ALPS. 



Note I. 
'The Senn'i wUd honu 



SlHir, the BMBe gif en to e herdsman amoag the Swiss Alps. 

Notes. 
•ainat the FdhmointPe blaet. 



Fohnwind. the South-east idnd, which frequently lays waste 
fhe eoontry before it* 

Note 8. 



A father pf the Und. 



Waher Fiirst, the father-in-law of TelL 

Note 4. 

WemeTythebraoe and ime ! 4^. 
Werner Stanffacher, who had he«n orged by his wife to 
roose and unite his conntiy men for the delireranee of Switzer- 



Note 5. 



End, Arnold Melchi 



Young EmCe etep had worn, 4rc. 



ng £ 
ithaL 



Note 6. 



"The LSmmeT'Oeyer hadepread, 4r€. 



Hie Lammer-Oeyer, the largest kind of Alpine eagle. 
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Note 7. 

Qf loroNff to e«li iloioii JZmmh, ^ 
TIm eyM of hii aifed fiitlMT had been pat oaty by the Ofdcn 
of tht AnitriaB GovenMir. 

Notes. 
•^Bmdt the #br«if?ffM* 



ForMt-Sea. Tlw Lake of the Fov OamoM it firaqMnthr 
foealled. 
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Anr PliitM dkr MdMT itilleB Vkvnddi, 
Such laM iekhiiiterndr anf iflUnerdar t 

80 itt d« Gcistet Rni an auch •mBgciiy 
ttkhtMibCBklil aitlM, ihUMbetTarittMB^ 

LoM tioM •niMtopprcMMm haye I Joudit, 
And lor die aatiTe liter^ of fiuth 
Han btod and foffer'd bonds. 

BtmoTt^ a Tragedy, 
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tttIB fmttS»T i^H^yitWf^Xt. 



1 fiiitm-i.f.^tL 



Thej llihre Irtte^ WB)i hft tlilr6i^ ttks A^^ 
The blesM^ ho^eb^m tT>fcfe^^<Mit t6 ^ 
My heart's oitt* tieplhi i/dih tttiaHoyifl d^Hi^Mt ! 
1 Beto* th«ttk^t91 Qiichihig'd :^hoi^ -Aoite^t)!!! «tfA 
Art music parted, and the tones of ndrth— 
WUd, sUTery tones, that rang through days more bright! 
Hare died mothers,— yet to me they come, ' 

Singmgof boyho«d bmtlP^hte Voioi^br^todef 

Th^ eaU ■» throngh^this hMht»f wooia,44»atiiK 
bi the gray stillneisoftfaeAwiintr mom. 
They wander by i(rht» -heavy flowen are okBingk 
And tbooghts ardw deep^ and winds aifd ««an are teht; 
E*en as a fotmt's i^emember'd gwldngs b*ist 
On tiie pareh'd trftreyer hi his hoar of Ihinrt, 
E'en tbns they haunt me with sweet sounds, tiU wom 
■ ^?y q««n«We8s longii^s, to toy sonll say— 

Oh ! for the dove's swift wings^ that! mi^ flee awi^, 
HI. 
And find mine ark !-^et whit W ?-^'l mM bear 
A yearning heart wittin ane to the nave. 
I am of those o'er i|rhom a br«ath of air- 
Just darkening in its course the lake'sbdgfatirave. 
And sighing throi^h the feathert canesl— hathwewec 
Jb afl i^diadoWi, in the sfleit hour. ^^*^^ 
From the dim past, as fi>om a wiiEard's cave ! 
So must it be !— These sti^ abore me spread, 

yre they my own soft skies ?— Ye vest not here, my dead ! 
IF. 
Ye far ami^ t)i<i so\tQgafh tbWtoi^ lit m^pbtt. 
Your grates aft sttiffirifc in «<« si&^hf he fttelS^ • 
Save one ?-a birie, l<Se, disUtit miiih is itm^Uig 
High o'er one gea(!e h^aii— ye mt not It^re !— 

16 ^ . 
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18S TH£ FOBEST SANCTUARY. 

'Tia notth« oliye, with a whisper •wayinji^, 
Not thy low rippliiigs, g^lassy water, playing 
Throngh my own chemut groyes, which fill mine ear ; 
Bat the faint echoes in my breast that dwell, 
And lor their birth-place moan^ as moans the oeean-sheU.2 



Peace !•— I will dash these fon4 regrets to earth, 
ET*n as an eagle shakes the cambering rain 
Vnm his strong pinion., Thou- that g^v'st me birth. 
And lineage aiMi once home,^my native Spain ! 
My own bright land — my father^sland — my child's ! 
What hath thy son brott{rht from thee to the wilds ? 
He hath brought marks of torture and the chain, 
Traces of things which pass not as a breeze, , 
A blighted name, dark thoughts, wrath, wo-— thy giifta are 
these. 

VI. 

A blighted name !— I hear the winds of mom — 
Their sounds are not of this !— I hear the shiver 
Of the green reeds, and all the rustlings, borne 
f^m ukt high forest, when the light leaves quiver: 
Their sounds are not of this !— 4he cedars, waving. 
Lend it no tfltae : His wide savannahs laving, 
It is not muhnnr'd by the joyous river ! 
What part hath mortal name, whMe God alQne 
Speaks to the mighty waste, and through its heart is known ? 

VII. 

Is it not mach that I may worship Him, 
With naittht my spirit's breathings to control, 
And feel Hu presence in the vast, and dim. 
And whispery woods, where dying thunders roll 
From the far cataracts ? — Shall 1 not rejoice 
lliat I have leam'd at last to know Hit voice 
From man's ? — I will rejoice !— iny soaring soul 
Now hath redeem'd her birth-right of the dav, 
And won, through clouds, to Him, her own untetter'd way! 

vm. ' 

And thoo, my bby ! that silent at my kn«e 
I>ost lift to mine thy soft, da^k, earnest eyes, 
FiU'd with the love of childhood, which 1 see 
Pure through its depths, a thing without disguise 
Thou that hast breath'd in slumber on my breast. 
When I hare check'd its throbs to giye thee rest, 
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Mine own ! who«e Tonng thoaghts fretb before me rue ! 
Is it not maehlbati na^ fi^ide thy prayer, 
4b<1 circle thy glad soul with free and heahhftd air? 

IX. 

Why shoold I weep on thv bright head, my boy? 
Within thy father^s halls thon wilt not dwell. 
Nor lift their banner, with a warrior's joy. 
Amidst the rods of mountain chiefs, who fell 
For Spain of old. — Yet what if rolling wares 
Have Dome us far from our ancestral graves ! 
Thon shalt not feel thy bursting heart rebel 
As mine hath done ; nor bear what I have borae, 
Casting in falsehood's mould th' indignant brow of aeom. 

X. 

This shall not be thy lot, my blessed ehOd ? 
I hare not sorrowed, struggled, lived in vain — 
Hear me ! magnificent and ancient wild : 
And mighty nvers, ye that meet the main, 
As deep meets deep ; and forests, whose dun dmde 
The flood's voice, and the wind's by swells pervade ; 
Hear me ! — 'tis well to die, and not complain, 
Tet there are hours when the charg'd heart moat qpeak, 
Ev'n in the desert's ear to pour itself, or breidE { 

XI. 

I see an oak before me,3 it hath been 
The crown'd one of the woods ; and might have flmig 
Its hundred arms to Heaven, still freshnr green, 
Bat a wild vine aroimd the stem hath cnn^, 
FVom branch to branch close wreaths of bnndi^ fhniwli^^ 
'nil the proud tree, before no tempest bowing, 
Hath shrank and died, those serpent •folde wmtmg, 
Alas ! alas !— what is it that I see ? 
An imag^ of man's mind, land of my sires, with thee ! 

xn. 

Yet art thou lovely !— Song is on thy biHa— 
Oh sweet and mournhil melodies of Spain, 
That lull'd my boyhood, how yoar memory thrills 
The exile's heart with sudden- wakening pain ! — 
Tomr sounds are on the rocks— tha^ I might hear 
0nce more the music nf the mountaineer !•— 
And from the sunny vales the shepherd's strain 
Floate out. and fills the solitary place 
With the old tuneful names of Spain's henie race. 
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But there WM til^Mf «M Wigkt,^9tMe» te^ 
Throngli mgr Mm pfai»*lMnif. moaBteias. Olepi^ yet loM^ 
In the rich entamn Ikht the Ti^eyards lay, , 
And from the fieldf the petMoirM Toice wet gone ; 
And the fo* grapes valroddM am w'4 the Opmh 
And the free ipekn «nleodt94 roAmfd ^khwA: 
Where was the jpaeter ?--fWhete the pi|i»'« wUi tarn ? 
Mosic and mim vase hMk'd the hiUe awoa^i 
While to the city't git^, eaeh haaiet ||^(«ic><ftite thim^ 

Silence opon the men ntai n w !— >Btit within 
The eity'»flatee n raeh a pi 
Of mnltitaaes their torrent \ 



The eity'»flatee n raeh a pr ea i a ewell 
Of mnltitaaes their torrent way to win ; 
And heavy boomings of a dalldeep bell, 



A dead paow f^^MomNini ead^ 
The daih of bttl9Wf. h0Wi« 
Fast in the hosh of fiai^kiM 



f M» M ke th^ whil^ fifti 
'i«bfeatUesahei««» 
kaeU after knaU; 



And sounds of thifihMiing ilape, like thondMhr^ 
That plaalMtttk the sooi: of mmmrml ecjtabg Sum ! 

Whatpageai^'f l^p^r approi^di'^ I-rThe slUlen |ate 
Of a strong ancient priion-hoaie was thrown 
Back to the day. And wh0| in mournful state, 
Came forth, led slowly o'er its tlpreshold-stpnf 7 
T%ey that had leMm'4 1» ^Ui ^ se<;ret eloom, 
How snuMfne fa fonrotten I — ^They, to whom 
The Tery features or maipkind w^re^srown 
Thiwp.thatbewiWIer'd,'^— Cer theiif dazzled sj 
They imed their wuihai»fc, ai»d cowerVf before 

To this taaantMihMa. lii» h^elher {'^4lonM weia thetty 
Who with their desolation had entwin'd 
Fierce strength^ and girt the sternness of despair 
Fast round Oeur ^HWWf, ^^ •• fvawm ^^ 
The breast-plate Q|},fer4g^! ^ajtbijeiirmidifhidek 
SeemM %HP« a^ ^M^tff9|m pap<^ te^ 
And there weftt 11019(1, fif^V^witflioa t^a TVy wM 
Hadbeenwmoffl^: ^ui^^^^r^i 0^ii}m9Wkl^ ^ 
Whenee man's biyi» mm yh ^il^^whwre 4m-9i otfep, ^ 
wWle? 
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XVIL 
But onward moired the mekmcliolj tni% 
For their hkt creadt in fiery pangi to die* 
This WM the solemn racrtfice of Spain — 
Hearen's offiering from the land of chiTalry ! 
^Hirongfa thooMnda. thooaanda of their race ther mor'd^ 
0^! howulikeaUothera!— thebeloT'd, ' 



The free, the proBd, the beaotiiU! whoaeeyo 
Grew fix'd before them, while a jpeople'i breath 
Wat hnsh'd, and its one aonl bound in the thought of death f 
AVIU. 
It might be that amidst the eoandess throng. 
There sweU'd some heart with Pity's weMt oppteaa'd. 
For the wide stream of homan loVois gtrSag; 
™_ro«»M», OB whose fond and faithfol brevt 
Childhood M rear'd. and at whose knee the sidi 
Of Its first payerTs breath'd, she, too, was^^ 
But life u dear, and the free footstep WessU 
And home a snnnr place, where each may fill 
irti£! "^^ «JMt«»™e •miles,— and therefore all wer^ 

XIX. 
AU stiU^Tooth, courage, strength !— a winter laid, 
A Cham of palsy, cast on might and mind ! 
SbU, as at noon a southern forest's shade, 
Theystood^ those breathless masses of mankind : 
Still, as afrozen torrent!— but the Wave 
SoMUsaps to foamiuff freedom— they, tiie brare, 
A.ndur'd— Oiey saw the martyr's place assign'd 
li the red flames— whence is the withering speU 
rhat numbs each human pulse ?— they saw, and thoi^t it 

XX. 

And I, too, thouffht it weU ! That very mom 
From a far land I came, yet round me dung 
^e spirit of my own. No hand had torn 
With a stro|^ grasp away thfB yeU which hung 
Between mine eyes and truth. I gaz'd, I saw, 
punly, as through a glass. In silent awe 
Iwatch'd the fearful rites ; and if there spnag 
One sebel feeling from its deep founts up, 
Shudderii^, I flung it back, as guilt'f own poison-cup. 
16* 
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But I was waken'4 fts tk« *«wi«n wftkm 
Whom the shrill titmi^ tnd the Arisk of dttid 
Rouse ap at midnight, when their walk are talMi| 
And they most hattle tiN their hlood Is shed 
On their own UttvshoM-floor. A path tar ll|fht 
Through mv torn breaM was shsftterM by ^ la^hit 
Of the swift ttumder-strohe^'^aiid Pk^edoaNi tread 
Came in through rains, late, yet oM in vaiB, 
MMkilkg the Milled place aU t^ett wMi JUfo agite. 

XXU. 

Stil dark^. tUnrly, aa a tnaam aaasa 
Of elond, o'erstreepiig, withaat wfaii4> tht ihfy 
0ream-like I saW the tad prMossioo paas. 
And markMI its ffotins with atearless aya. 
They mofM before ne b«C as pieCareSy wroq|^t 
Eaeb to rereal eaMa aaaret of awi'f tbiNi{^ 
On the sharp edge o# end flMTtalityi 
TOUnhiipkiaecMWoaa ohi ^«iWithe> 
—My firiendy my heart's first friend !— ^nd did I guft on 
thee? 



On thee! with whoM in hoyhoed I had pliiy'4, 
At the grapnigathr rings, by mj «atiiw stivams { 
And to whose ey» osy yoathfiu sonl had luid 
Bare, as to Heaven's, its f lowiiif wiorld of dreama; 
And by whose side 'midst warriors I had stood, 
And in whose helm Was Wtmghl— e^! eam'^ wkh bl«Ki4 S-^ 
The frash wave to my lips, when tropie bawns 
Smote on my feyer'd brow ! — Ay, years had pass'd« 
Serering onr paths, brare friend !— and thut we met at laa^ ! 

xxrv. 

I sea it Btm--«ialo(^ Bian thmi hoMat-^ 
On thy pale forehead aatn atnaa of pvwar 1 
The very look thai MM thon biighttr sporaat 
Cheering mn onward thtoogpi « feavfiu homv 
When we weregiM by Indian hMTind apear, 
'Midst the wlite Attdea^-^v'n is ttoantain dear, 
Hemm'd in oor tfhmp-^-^t thstoM^ (he javelin shower 
We rent «ttr wi^, a teHMMst of ^bspair I 
—And tboo— hadst thod but <died with thy troe brcfthren 
there! 
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I call the fouA wiak back— for thoa )iaat perisb'd 
More noblj ftr, my AItiut !— ^aSdng known 
The mkht of tmth ;4 «nd be thy memory cherish'd 
With their«, the tboosands, that around her throne 
Hare ponr'd their lives out smiling, in th4 doom 
Findine a triumph, if denied a tomb ! 
—Ay, with their ashes hath the wind been sown, 
And with the wind their spirit shall be spread. 
FUlwg mw^B heart and home with records of die desui 

XSWh * 
Thon Searcher of the Soul! inwhosedrf^ skht 
Not the bold gaiU idone, that mocks (he skies, 
But the scarce^own^), wiwhiffper'd thoiubt of night, 
Ai a thhig written with the sunbeam lies ; 
Tfcou know'ft^whoseeye thronysh shade and d««ith ^m 

That thii man'a criom was hot to womhip thee, 
Lfte those that made their hearto thy saerifkje. 
The eali'd of yore ; wont by the ^a^iour's aid^ 
On the dim OHye-Mount to pray at eTentide^ 

xxvn. 

For the strong spirit will at times awake. 
Piercing the miats that wrap her clay-abode j 
And, bom of thee, she m9j not aJwi^s t^ke 
Berth's accents for the oracles of Cod j 
And CT'n for this— O dust, wJiQse mank if pow^ir J 
Bead, that woddstbe a acoom thy little hour ! 
Spark, whereon yet the mighty hath not trod. 
And thereibre thoo destroyest 1— w^ere were flown * 
Oor hope, if man were left to man's decree alone ? 

xxvm. 

But this I f(^ not yet IcouMbntjaze 
On him, my friend : while that «wm moment threw 
A sudden freshness rack on rai^sii'd days, 
I^ike water-drops on some Am pfoCore^s vue : 
Calling the proud time np, when Arst I stood 
Where banners floated, and my heart's quiok Mootd 
Sprang to a torrentas the dsrion Mew, 
And he— his sword was ISke a brother's wom. 
That watches tliravgh tibte IliOd hii motfaer'fl yo^s«8t bbrn. 
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XXIX. 

Bot a lance met me in that clay's career, 
Senseless 1 lay amidst th' o'ersweeping figllt. 
Wakening at last — ^howfiill, how strangely dear. 
That scene on memory flashM !— the shivery lignt. 
Moonlight, on broken shields— the plain of slai^hter. 
The fountain-side — ^the low sweet soimd of water — 
And Alrar bending o'er me — ^firom the night 
CoTering me with his mantle ! — all the paat 
Flow'd back— my seal's far chords alTansw^ M to the bint. 

XXX. 

Till, in that rash of visions, I became 
As one that by the bands m slumber, woond^ 
Lies with a powerless, but all-thrilling frame, 
Intense in consciousness of sight and sound, 
Tet buried in a wilderin^ dr^un which brings 
Lov'd faces round him, girt with fearful things I 
Troubled ey'n thus I st(Md, but chainM and boimd- 
On that familiar form mine eye to keep— 
— Ali|s ! I might not fall upon nis neck and weep ! 

XXXI. 

He passed me— and what next ?— I look'd on two, 
Following his footsteps to the same dread place. 
For the same guHt— his sisters !5— Well I knew 
The beauty on those brows, though each younglface 
Was chang'd — so deeply chan^'d !— a dungepn^s air 
Is hard for loved and lovely thmgs to bear. 
And ye, O daughters of a lofty race, 
Queen-like Theresa ! radiantlnez!— flowers 
So cherished 1 were ye then but rear'd for those dark hours? 

xxxn, 

A moomful home, young sisters ! had ye lefL 
With your lutes hanging hush'd upon the wall, 
And silence round the aged man, bereft 
Of each glad voice, once answering to his call. 
Alas, that lonely father ! doom'd to pine 
For bounds departed in his life's declme. 
And, 'midst the shadowing banners of his hall, 
With his white hair to sit, and deem the name 
A If^ndred chiefs had borne, cast down by you to shame l^ 
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And wo fov ¥<M» 'mi44 WolRi «id «ordi of lov«, 
And rentU beaffta and ia^ea, nwa'd to long ! 
How bad I lean yoa i|i jooi; l>^a)«ty aapirc:. 
Wearing the wreath and OrtenMig to the wog ! 
^Tet fat, er'n t]leI^ y^t^fi, eeem'd Uie eijowd to ahjiM, 
Half Tailed opon tbe claur pale biow oC one. 
And deeper thooiclila than oft to yoath heloi^ 
Tfaooghts, mch as nfrake to ^emaf^ whiroeij cwagr^ 
Within Um #oofing ahada of har sweet aydids laj. 

XXXIY. 

Atid if 9iw miitglcd with the fejU^c trdji, 
It WKi but a« iO[n« mfiL&neholy jitar 
Behold* ih* dimce of siicphtrd on the nT^ 
Id iti bright ililineflt preient^ thougli AUIP. 
Yet wonliJ aht ioiilo — and that, tiiOj hath Hivnilt-^ 
C ire Led ^hb joy which r^^^ch^d b€r nottha while. 
And beuriDs; n lona apirhi aot nt war 
WiUa carthJy thio^a, tmt o'er their fbma and hoe 
Shedding too d«iu- a ii^bij toa sorrdwraUy true* 

XXXV. 

But the dark hours wrmj^ forth the hidden might 
Which hath lain b£ Jded m the ^leut **ml, 
A treasure $,W undreiimt of ;— as the nJfht 
Caila out the hnriaonies of «treamEi that roH 
UnhetrU hy ds^y* It f e^m'd as if her brcaEt 
H«d hoarded cnei^'e*. iiJl then unppwaa'd 
Almost wilhpatn, and biir,stin|^ from coatn^, 
And fibdjjig lirit that honr thetr pathn^ay fre« : 
^Coutd a row bt^re the storm ^ mah. might har ein)>Iem b9 ! 

xxxv;. 

For the soft gloom whose shadow still had hnng 
On liar fidr bi^w, beneath its garlands worn, 
Was fled f and fire, Mke prophecy's bad sprung 
C lear to her kindled ^e. It roiffht be seom^ 
Pride— sense of wrong— ay, the frail heart is bonnd 
By these at tiqMs, ev*ik as Witii adamant ronnd, 
Kept so ffupi breaking f — yet not thU9 npbome 
She moT*d, thoog^ some silstaininc passion's waje 
Lifted her ferfent sOnl— a sister for the brave ! 
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XXXVII. 

And yet, alas i to see the stfengtb wliieh elinn 
Rouad woman in such boors !-^a moarnful si^t, 
Though lovely ! — an o'erflowing of the springs, 
The full springs of affection, deep as bright ( 
And she. becaase her life is ever twin'd^ 
With other lives, and by no stormy wind 
May thence be shaken,^ and because the light 
Of tenderness is round her, and her eye 
Doth weep such passionate teafs— therefore she thus can die, 

xxxvni. 

Therefore didst thaUj throogh that heart-shaking scene. 
As through a triumph move } and cast aside 
Thine own sweet thoughtfulnets for victory's mien, 
O faithful sister ! cheering thus the gnide. 
And friend, and br(»ther of thy sainted youth, 
Whose hand had led thee to ttie source of truth, 
Wh^re thy glad soul from earth was purified ; 
Nor wonldst thou, following him through all the past. 
That he should see thy step grow tremuloas at ks^ 

XXXIX. 

For thou hadst made no deeper love a guest 
'Midst thy young spirit's dreams, than that which grows 
Between the nurtur'd of the same fond breast. 
The sheltered of one rocif ; and thus it rose 
Twined in with life. — How is it, that the hours 
Of the same sport, the gathering early flowers 
Round the same tree, the sharing one repose, 
And mingling one first prayer in murmtirs soft. 
From the heart's memory fade, in this world's breath, so oft ? 

XL. 

But thee that breath had touch'd not ; thee, nor him, 
The true in all things found '--and thou wert blest 
Rv'n then, that no remembered change could dim 
The perfect image of affection, presPd 
Like armour to thy bosom !— thou hadst kept 
Watch by that brother's couch of pain, and wept, 
Thy sweet face covering with thy robe, when rest 
Fled from the sufferer ; thou hadst bound his faith 
¥nto thy soul — one light, one hope ye chose — one death. 
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XLL 

80 didst thoa pan on brightly !--biit for her, 
Next in ibikt path, how mtiyXer doom be spoken ! 
—All-merciful ! to think that toeh things were, 
And are, and seen by men with hearts unbroken ! 
To think of that fair nil, whose path had been 
So strewed with ros^teares, all one faiiy seene ! 
And whose quick glance came ever as a token 
Of hope to drooping thought, and her glad voice 
As a free bird's in spring, that makes the woods rejoice ! 

lOAL 

And she to die ! — she loT'd the laugHng earth 
With such deep joy in its fresh leaves uad flowers ! 
— Was not her smile even as the sudden birth 
Of a young rainbow, colouring vernal showers ? 
Tes ! but to meet her fawn-like step, td hear 
The gushes of wild song, so silvery clear, 
Which, oft unconsciously, in happier hours 
Flow'd from her lips, was to lorget the sway 
Of Time and Death below, — blight, shadow, <nill decay ! 

xun. 

Could this change be ?-^he hour, the scene, where last 
I saw that form, came floating o'er my mind : 
•— A golden vintage-eve ; — ^the h«^ats were pass'd 
And, in the freslmes^ of the fanning wind, - 
Her father sat, where gleam'd the first faint star 
Through the lime-bou^is ; and with her lixht guitar, 
She, on then-eensward at his feet reclin'c^ 
In ms calm nice laugh'd up ; some shepherd-lay 
Singing, as childhood sings on the lone hills at play. 

XUV. 

And now— oh Grod !— the bitter fear of death, 
The sore amasee, the faint o'ershadowing dread, 
Had grasp'd her j— panting in her quiqk-drawn breath, 
And m her white lips quivering ;— onward led, 
She look'd up with her dim bewildered eyes, 
And there smil'd out her own soft brilliant skies, 
Fbr in their sultry southern azure spread, 
- Glowing with joy, but silent !— still they smii'd, 
Tet sent down no reprieve for earth's poor trembling child. 
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XLV. 

Alas ! that earth iMd Idl too tfCroie m hold, 
Tooiaft, fireot iacs! im thy heart, whose hlMm 
Was giren tocailnr l^^^ BOr kueir hoir ooM 
The hours which foUow. t%ere wAs one, #ith iMtoili^, 
Tomig ai^oa wcrt, and gentle, v»d vfetHeA, 
Thoa nughftt, perdiaaee, nnArtasiBfij hWr^ dM ; 
But he waafnr aww r-'-^iid with thr doom 
Thas gatitaermr, life gt«w so hueftseiy dear, 



iffiiwiie ahook with its eoM BAortallbtt: ! 
XLn. 

No aid !--4hoa too didstpass !<-«and all had^Muis'dy 
' The fcariol— and the desperate— «]id the strong ! 
Some like the bark that rushes with the blast. 
Some like the leaf swept shiveringly along. 
And some as men, that have bat one morefield 
To fight, and then may slomber on their shield, 
Therefore th^ arm in hofte. Bat po w the throng 
Roll'd on, and bore me with their living tide, 
Bv'a as a hark wherein is left no power to guide. 

XLVII. 

Wave swept on wave. We reachM a stately square^ 
DeekM for the rhes. Ah altar stood on hS^. 
And gorgeote, in the Knidst. A '(>tade for pnyo*. 
And prt&e, and oflbring. Cimi the earth tupjflt 
No fruits, no flowers for sacrifice, of sill 
Which on her siteny lap liAheededfkU ? 
No fair young firstlW of the flock to die. 
As when before their tSod the PfttriarchiB stood ? 
—Look down \ man brings ^ee, Hekv^l his brother's jhiilt- 
lessbloodr * * 

XLVIH. 

Hear its voiea, hcjir !— « eif goes vp to tiiae, 
From the stadnM vod ;-Hnafca thoa thy judgsmt loiAWtt 
On UflQ, the shedder !-*let his portioB he 
The fear that Walks at midught-^gtw the iBoas 
In the wind hmpMing him a power to say 
" Where is tlnr broiler ?"^.Hmd the stars a ray 
To search and sMec his spiiyt. when aloiie 
With the dread splendonr of tneur boroiqg ^s I 
<^doihatt eloch own thy will-^mercy, not sacrifice ! 
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XUX. 

Sounds of triumphant pntiw !--4hje mass was sung— 
— ^Voices that die not m^ht have pour'd such strains ! 
Through Salem's towers might that proud chant have rang, 
When the Most High, on Syria's palmy plainS| 
Had qnell'd her foes ! — so full it swept, a sea 
Of loud waves jubilant, and rolling free ! 
Oft when the wind, as through resounding fanes, . 
Hath fill'd the choral forests with Its power, 
Some deep tone brings me back the music oi that hour. 

L. 

It died awuT ;— ^e incense-doud was driven 

Before the breeze-— the words of doom were said ; 

And the sun faded moumfolly from heaven, 

— ^He fiided mournfully ! and dimly red. 

Parting in doads from those that look'a their last. 

And s%h'd— "Farewell, thou sun .'"—Eve glow'd and 
pass'd — 
' 19]ght— midnight and the mooB— came forth and shed 

Sleep, even as dew, on glen, wood, peopled spot- 
Save one— a place of deatii— and there men slumber'd not. 

U. 

Twas not within the ci^— but n s^ht 
Of the snow-crown'd sierras, frvely sweepings 
With many an ei^le's evrie on the height 
And hunters cabin, by the torrent peeping 
Far off: and vales between, and vineyards lay. 
With sound and gleam of waters on Uieir wa^, 
And chesnnt-woMS. that girt the happy sleeping, 
In many a peasant-home !— the midni^ skr 
Broc^ht softly that rich world round those who came to die. 

Ut. 

The darfclj^-gloiious midnight shy of Spain, 
Burning with stars !<^Wh«t had the torches^ glare 
To do beneath that Temple, and profane 
Its holr radiance? — By theur wavering flare, 
I saw beside the pyres^ see thee not0, 
O brisht Theresa ! withthv lifted brow. 
And thy dasp'd hands, and diM^ eyes fiU'd with prayer ! 
And Oee, sad Inez! bowing thy fair head. 
And nantlhigup thy face, all colourless with dread f 
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LHI. 

And Altar, Alrar !— I beheld thee too, 
Pale, fteadfaft, kingly : till thj clear glanee feU 
On that young sister ; then pertnrbM it grew, 
And all thy labouring bosom seem'd to swell 
With painful tenderness. Why came I there^ 
That troubled image of my friend to bear 
Thetitc, for my afur-years ? — a thing to dwell 
In my heart's core, and on the darfci^ rise, 
IHiqaieting my dreams with its bright mournful eyes t 

UV. 

Why came I ? oh ! the heart's de^ mystery !— Why 
In man's last hour doth vain aflfection's gaze 
Fix itself down on stroEgling agony, 
To the dimm'd eye-baUs freezing, as they elaze ? 
It might be— yet the power to wul seem'd o'er — 
That my soulyeam'd to hear his voice once more ! 
But mine was fetter'd ! — ^mute in strong amaze, 
I watch'd his features as the night- wind blew, 
-And torch-light or the moon's pass'd o'er their inarble hue. 

. LV. 

The trampling of a steed ! — a tall white steed, 
Rending his fiery way the crowds among-^ 
A storm's way through a forest— came at speed, 
And a wild voice cried " Inez !'' Swift she flung 
The mantle from her face, and gaz'd around. 
With a faint shriek at that familiar sound. 
And from his seat a breathless rider spruug,- 
And dash'd off fiercely those ^vho came to part, 
And rush'd to that pale girl, and clasp'd her to his heart. 

LVI. 

And for a moment all around gave way 
To that fuU burst of passion ! — on his breasty 
Like a bird panting yet from fear she lay, 
But blest— in misery's very lap— yet blest ! — 
Oh love, love, strong as death ! — ^from such an hour 
Pres^g out joy by wine immortal power, 
Holy and fervent love ! had earth but rest 
For thee and thine, this world were all too fair! 
How coidd we thenoe be wean'd to die without dei|»aiir ? 
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LVII. 

I2at she— at falls a willow from the storm, «' 

O'er its own mer streamine^thos reclin'd 
On the youth's bosom hnng her fragile form, 
And clasping arms, so passionately- twin'd 
Around his neck«-with such a trusting fold, 
A full deep sense of safety in their hold, 
As if nauffht earthly might th' embrace unbind! 
Alas ! a child's fond faith, believing still 
Its mother's breast beyond the Ughtnutg's reach to hiU ! 

Lvni. 

Brief nat ! upon the turning billow's height, 
A strange sweet moment of some heaTenlv straioi 
Floating between the savage gusts of nignt, 
That sweep the seas to foam ! Soon darl again 
The houi^-the scene— th' intensely present, rush'd 
Back on her spirit^ and her large tears gush'd ' 

Mke blood-drops from a victim ; with swift rain 
Bathine the bosom where she lean'd that hour. 
As if her life would melt into th' o'ersweUiog shower. 

MX. 

But be, whose arm snstain'd her !— oh ! I knew 
'Twas vain, and jet he hop'd !— he fondly strove 
Back from her faith her sinking soul to woo. 
As life might yet be hers !— A dream of love 
Which could not look upon so fair a thing, 
Bemembering how like nope, like joy, like spring. 
Her smile was wont to glance, her step to move, 
And deem that men indeed, in very truth, 
Cimld mean the sting of death for her soft flowering youUi I 

LX. 

He woo'd her back to life.—" Sweet Inez, live ! 
My blessed Inez ! — ^visions have beguil'd 
Thy heart — abjure tbem ! — thou wert form'd to give. 
And to findj joy ; and hath not sunshine smil'd 
Around thee ever? Leave me not, mine own ! 
Or earth will grow too dark ! — for thee alone. 
Thee have I lov'd, thou gentlest ! from a child, 
And borne thy image with me o'er the sea. 
Thy soft voice in my soul !— Speak !— Oh ! yet live for me !" 
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LXL 

She look'd op wildly ; tkere were aoidou eyes 
Waiting that look-Hwd eyes of troubled thought, 
AlTar'»— Thefesa'i !— Did her childhood rise, 
With all its pure and home-aieetioiu franeht, 
In the brief fflanoe ?-~Sbe elasp'd her hancb--the strife 
Of love, iaith, fear, and that Tain dream of Kfe, 

, Within her woflMui's breast so deeply wrought, 
It seem'd as if a reed so slight and weak 

Mtutf IB the reading storm not qjuwtr only— break ! 

isn. 

And thus it was— the young cheek flosh'd and faded, 
As the swift blood in corrents came and went, 
And hnes of death the marble biow o'ershaded. 
And the sunk eye a wateiy lustre sent 
Through its white fluttenng lids. Then tremhiings pMaM 
O'er the frail form, that shook it, as the blast 
(Slakes the sere leaf, until the splHt rent 
Its way to peace— the fearlnl way unknownr- 
Pale in lore's arms she lay— «i^ /— ^wfaat had lor'd was gone I 

uon. 

Joy for tiiee, trembler !— thou redeem'd one, joy ! 
Tonn^ dove set free ! earth, adies, soulless clay, 
Bemam'd for bafled yengeance to destroy ; 
— 7%« chain was riven ! — nor hadst Uion oast away 
Thy hope in thy last hour f— thooeh lore was there 
Stmring to wring thy troubled som from prayer. 
And life seem'd robed in beautiful array, 
Too fair to leave !— but this might be forgiven, 
Thou wert so richly crown'd with precious gifts of Heaven ! 

LXIT. 

But wo for him who felt the heart grow still. 
Which, with its weieht of agonv, had lain 
Breaking on his !— Scarce coula the mortal chill 
Of the hush'd bosom, ne'er to heave again. 
And ail the silence curdling round the ef e. 
Bring home the stem belief that she could die, 
That she indeed could die ! — ^for wild and vain 
As hope miffht be— ^his soul had hoped— 'twas o'er— 
—Slowly his ntiling arms dropp'd from the form they bore. 
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LXV. 

They forc'd him from that gpot.— It might be weU, 
That the fierce, reckless words by anguish wrung 
From his torn breast, all aimless as they fell, 
Like spray-drops from the strife of torrents flung, 
Were ndkrk'd as guilt. — There are, who note these things 
Against the smitten heart ; its breaking strings 
— 4>n whose low thrills onoe gentle music hung — 
With a rude hand of touch unholy trying. 
And numbering them as crimes, the deep, strange tones re- 
plying. 

LXVI. 

But ye in solemn joy, O faithful pair! 
Stood gazinff on your parted sister's dust ; 
I saw your features by the torch's glare, 
And they were brisfatenin^ with a heavenward (rost .' 
I saw the doubt, the anguish, the dismay, 
Melt from my Alvar's glorious mien away, 
And peace was there— the calmness of the just ! 
And, bending down the slumberer's brow to kiss, 
" Thy rest is won," he said j— * * swfet sister ! praise for this ! " 

Lxvn. 

I started as from sleep ; — ^yes ! he had spoken*- 
A breeze had troubled memory's hidden source ! 
At once the torpor of my soul was broken — 
Thought, feeling, passion, yroke in tenfold force. 
— ^There are soil breathines in the southern wind, 
That so your ice-chains, O ye streams ! unbind. 
And firee the foaming swiftness of touc course ! 
— ^I burst firom those that held me back, and fell 
E'en on his neck, and cried— " Friend, brother! far« thee 
weU!" 

Lxvm. 

Did he not say « Farewell ?"~Ala8 ! no'breath 
Came to mine ear. Hoarse murmurs from the throng 
Told that the mysteries in the face of death 
Had from their eager sight been reil'd too long. 
And we were parted as the surge might part 
Those that would die tosether, true of heart. 
•^Hit hour was come— but in mine anguish strong, 
like a fierce swimmer through the midnight 8ea> 
Blindly I msh'd away from that which was to be. 
17* 
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liXIX. 

Away— awaj I nidi'd!—b«t swift and liigh :* 

The anowy pillaw of the fireliefat grew, ? 

Till the trantparent Oark^eM of the tln^ 
floflh'd to a Wood-i^ iQaAt|e in their hne : 
And, phaitfom-mws the kindliMf «*? «^ *..*^-.m • 
To imad, float, ware, m on the wmd theysn^m «» 
With their wild aplendour ehasin^ me !— 1 knew 
The death-work wa« b^nn— I veil'd mine eyeiL ^^ 
Yet stopp'd in apcll-boond fear to catch the fictimr qfies* 

What heard I then ?--a rilling ihriak of paia» 
Such as fw ever hannttlhetMrtw'd ear? 
I heard a «weet and telemn^fareathiM rttam 
Piercing the flames, wtreauilow and clear ! 
—The rich, trio^phaltoMis I— rl know them wdl, 
Aa they came floating wi& a breesj swell ! 
Man's Toioe was there*-a clarion yoiee to cheer 
lo the mid-hattle-ay, to tnm tbe flying-- a^ *^«. I 
Woman'a-that might haTC simg of Heaven beside tte^iag : 

It was a fearfal, yet a glorioas thing, 
To hear that hymn of martyrdom, and know 
That its glad stream of melody coud spring 
Up from th* onsoonded gnlfe of human wo ! 
Ahrar! Theresa !— what is deep ? whatajrong? 
God's breaA within the sool J— It flH»d that song 
From your victorious voices !— but the glow 
On the hot air and lurid skies increas'*-- 
—Paint grew the sounda— more famt— I listen »--they ht« 
ceas'd! 

And thou indeed hads( perisVd, my soul's friendl 
I might form other ties^-hut thou alone 
Coufist with a glance the vcU of dimnewrend. 
By other yeafs o'er boy^iood's memory thrown ! 
Others migb^ aid me onward :— Thou and I 
Had n^ii^kd the fresh thoughts that early die. 
Once flowering— never more !— And thou wert gPH*,* 
Who could give back «\y youth, my n>irit free. 
Or be in aught again what thou hadst been to me 7 
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And yet I wept tiiee not, tkou true and brave ! 
I eomd not weej^ !— there gatherM round tiiy natte 
Too deep a passion i — Mo« denied a nave S 
Thou, with the blicht flung on thy soldieii^ fame I 
Had I net known thy heart from ohil^oed's time 1 
Thy heart of hearts ?— and oonJdst thou die for «»ime? 
—No! had all earth decreed that death of shtaoe^ 
1 would have set, against aU earth's decree, 
Th' nnaUemtble trast 6f my firm soul m thee! 

Lxxiy. 

Thwe are swift hoars in life— strong, mshing hoars, 

That do the y^otk of tempests in theSr miehtl 

They shake down things that stMd as ro^dm and towen^ 

IJnto th* ondonbting mttd :-*they pour in lisht 

Where it but startles-.4ike a burst of day 

For whieh th' nprooUng of an oak makes way ;•« 

They sweep the colo«r«g miirts from otf onr sigfat, 

They touch — *»* *~ •ur.._t.*» .:» :it 

Stamped with 



with fire, thoueht's eraren page, the ro^ 
past years— and lo ! it shrivels as a seFoU t 



LXXV. 

And this was of saeh hoors !-^e sodden flow • 
Of my souPs tide seemM whelming me f the glare 
Of the red flames, yet rocking to and firo, 
Scorch'd up my heart with breathless thin| fi>r i^, 
And solitude, and fiwcdom. it had been 
Well with me then, in some vast desert scene. 
To pour my voice oat, for the winds to bear 
On with them, wi^r questioning the sky, 
FieMely tl^ untreubled stars, of man's dim destiny. 



LXXVI. 

jnrmgther 

To the most an^ioit lleaveBs I would have said 



Iwoold hava called, a^arag the dark ekmd ; 
*" ' ' ' It Heavens I would have sail 



— « Speak to me ! show me truth t"8— thraugb nighi aload 
I would have cried to him, the newly dead, 
« Come back ! and show me tiutii P'— My spirit seem'd 
Gasping for some free burst, its darkness teem'4 
With such pentstonns of thought )—a^an I fled** 
I fled, a refuge from man's fr^e to gain, 
Scarce consoioas wiMB I pans^, enttfing a lonely bne. 

Digitized by VJVJ\^^lC 



200 THS FOREST SANGTUjIAY, 

LXXVU. 

A mighty minster, dim, and prond, and rut I 
SUence was round the sleepers, whom its floor 
Shot in the grave ; a shadow of the past, 
A memory of the sainted steps that wore 
Ere^Hule its gorgeoas pavement, seem'd to brood 
Uke mist upon me stately solitude, 
A halo of sad fame to mantle o'er 
Its white sepulchral forms of mail-clad men^ 
And all was hnsh'd as night in some deep Alpme glen. 

Lxxvm. 

More hush'd, far more !— for there the wind sweeps hj. 
Or the woods treinble to the streams' loud play ! 
Here a strange echo made my very sigh 
Seem for the place too much a sound of day ! 
Too much my footstep broke the moonlight, fading, 
Tet arch throujch arch in one soft flow pervading ; 
And I stood stiU :— prayer, chant, had died away, 
Tet past me floated a funeral breath 
Of incense. — ^I stood still — ^as before God and death ! 

LXXIX. 

For thick ye nrt m« ^und, ye long-departed !9 
Dust— imaged form-— with cross, and shield, and crest ; 
It seem'd as if your ashes would have startea. 
Had a wild voice burst forth above your rest ! 
Yet ne'er, perchance, did worshipper of yore 
Bear to your thrilling presence what / bore 
Of wrath— doubt—-angnish— battling in the breast I 
I could have poor'd out words, on that pale air. 
To make your proud tombs ring :— no, no ! I could not thertJ 

LXXX. 

Not 'midst those aisles, through which a thousand yean 
Mutely as clouds and reverently had swept ; 
Not by those shrines, which yet the trace of tears 
And Imeeling votaries on their marble kept ! 
Ye were too mighty in your pomp of gloom 
And trophied age, O temple, altar, tomb ! 
And you, ye dead !— for m that faith ye slept, 
Whose weight had grown a mountain's on my heart, 
Which could not there be loot 'd.— I tnm'd me to depart. 
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I tnrn'd— what glimmer^ fointiy o& m tight, 
Faintly, yet brij^htening, as a wreath of ^w 
Seen through dissolving haze !— The moon, the nnht 
Had waned, and dawn poor'd in ;— gray, shadQwrTslcnr, 
Yet day-spring stiH I-a solemn h^ H^n^^' ^' 
Pieroii^ the storied windows, darkly fraught 
With stoles and draperies of imperial glow ; 
And soft, and sad, that colooring gleam was thrown. 
Where, pate, a pietor'd form abore the altar shone. 

Lxxxa. 

Thy form, thoa Son of Ood!-^ wrattiAil deep^ 
With foam, and cleoc^ and tempest round thee iiprtfl^ 
And such a weight of night i-^ lujrirt, wh«n sletp 
From the fierce roc^ii^ ojT the bfflows ffed. 
A bark showM dim beyond thee, with ite mast 
Bow'd. and its rent sail shivering to the plas^ r 
But, like a spirit in thy glidinr ^ad^ 
Thou, as o'er gbss, d&t waS that stormy se« 
ThKmgh rashing wiadg, whieh l«ft a M]«ttt path for thee ! 

So stiD thy white robeifeH ^-oobfeatii ^f si^ 
Within their long and slumberoas folds had sw«y } 
So itill the waves of parlecL shadowy hair '^ 
From thy dear brow flow*d droopinriy away I 
Bark were the heavens above thee, Saviour 1—4Mrfc 
The gulls. Deliverer! round the straining bark I 
But thou ! — o*er all tUne aspect and array 
Was pour'd one stream of pale, bro^d, silvery Ugh^-^ 
Thon wert the single star of that allnihroiMliBg night ! 

LXXXW. 

Aid for one sinkifig !— Thy kme brightness gltamVI 
On his wild faee, jnst lifted o'er tiie wave, 
With its worn, fearftil, kiman look that stemVt 
To cry throurh surge and blast—* * I peritAi*-«ava !** 
Not to the winds— not vainly !— thoa wert nigh, 
Thy hand was stretchM to fiunting agony, 
Even in the portals of th' un^ict grave f 
O ihou that art the life ! and yet «dst bear 
Too MMh of mortal w to twa from aioftal praysr! 
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LXXXV. 

Bot was it not a thiojr to rise on death, 
With itf remember'd light, that face of thine, 
Redeemer ! dimm'd by this world's misty breath, 
Tet moumfoUy, mysterioosly divine ? 
—Oh! that r.aim, sorrowful, prphetic eye, 
With its dark depths of grief, love, majesty ! 
And the pale glory of the brow '.—a shrine 
Where power sat Teil'd, yet shedding sofUy round 
What told that thou couldst be but for a time uncrowned! 

LXXXVI. 

And more than all, the Heaven of that sad smile! 
The lip of mercy, our immortal trust ! 
Did not that look, that very look, erewhile, 
Pour its o'ershadow'd beauty on the dust ? 
Wert thou not such when earth's dark cloud hung o'er tbt^ 
Surely thou wert ! — my heart grew husVd before thee, 
Sinkmg with all its passions, as the gust 
Sank at thy voice, along its billowy way : 
•—What had I there to do, but knee], and weep, and pray ? 

liXXXVn. 

Amidst the stUlness rose my spirit's erj, 
Amidst the dead— << By that full cup of wo, 
Press'd from the fruitage of mortality. 
Saviour !— for thee— ^ light ! that I may know 
If by % will, in thine all-healing name. 
Men cast down human hearts to blightiiig shame, 
And early death— and say, if this be so, 
Where then is mercy ? — whither shall we flee, 
So onaUied to hope, save by our hold on thee? 

^ LXXXVIU. 

« But didst thou not, the deep sea brightly treading, 
Siift from despair that struggler with the wave ? 
And wert thou not, sad tears, yet awful, shedding. 
Beheld, a wee^ at a mortal's grave ? , ^ 
And is this weight of a^inish, which they bjnd 
On life, t^ searing to Ifee quick of mind, 
That but to Crod its own free path would crave. 
This crushing out of hope, and love, and youth. 
Thy wiU indeed ?— Give lisht ! that I may Know the finith ! 
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LXXXIX. 

« For my sick sool is darken'd unto deaths 
With shadows from the suffering it hath seen ; 
The strong foundations of mine ancient fidth 
Sink from beneath me— whereon shall I lean? 
— Oh ! if from thy pore lips was wmne the sigh 
Of the dust's anguish ! if Like man to die, 
—And earth round him shuts heavily — hath been 
Even to thee bitter, aid me !— «uide me !— turn 
My wild and wandering thoughts back from their starless 
boome !" 

XC. . 

And calm'd I rose :— but how the while had risen 
Mom's orient sun, dissolving mist and shade ! 
—Could there indeed be wrung, or chain', or prison, 
In the bright worid such radiance might pervade ? 
It fill'd the fane, it mantled the pale form 
Which rose before me through the pictured storm, 
Even the gray tombs it kindled and array'd 
With life! — how hard to see thy race begun. 
And think man wakes to grief, wakening to thee, O sun ! 

' XCI. 

I sought my home again : — and thou, my child, 
There at thy play beneath yon ancient pine. 
With eyes, whose lightning langhterio hath begnil'd 
A thousand pangs, tnence fashing joy to mine ; 
,Thon in thy mother's arms^ a bali^^ didst meet 
My coming with young smiles, which yet, though 
Seem'd on my soul all moumfullv to shine. 
And ask a happier heritage for thee. 
Than but in turn the blight of human hope to see. 

xcn. 

Now sport, for thoa art free — the brwht birds chasing, 
Whose wings waft star-like gltemn mm tree to tree ; 
Or with the fawn, thy swift wood-playmate racing, 
Sport on, my joyous child ! for thou art free ! 
YtMj bn that day I took thee to my heart, 
And inly vow'd, for thee a better part 
To choose ; that so thy sunny bursts -of glee 
Should wake no more dim tfaionghts of far-seen wo. 
But, ^dening fearless eyes, flow on— as now they now. 
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xcm. 

Thoa haft a rich worid roimd thee .'-^Mighty shades 
WeaTing their puntom traeeiy o'er thy head, 
With the U|^ in^uttgthraatffa thehr h&h arcades 
Af through a pillar'd oloiste^s : n htrt ttle dead 
Sleep not beneath ; nor doth tiie moheaoi ptm 
To marble shrines through rainbow^tiiited rilass : 
Y«t thoD. by fount iomI forest-mararar led 
To wornip. thoa art hlestl-^tothee js shown 
Earth in her My pomp, de^d for tier Qod alone. 
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PART SECOND. 



Wie diese treue liebe Seele 

Von ibrem Glauben voll, 

Der i^nz aUein 
Ihr Mli^ macheod ist, sich heilig qu&Ie, 
Bon sie den iiebiten Blann Tertoreu halteo soil ! 

Fkuat 

I never shall smile more— -but all my days 
Walk with still fbotseps and with bumble eyee, 
An ererlasting hymn within my sooL 

WUson, 



Briv o me tlie Boiiiidiiie of the tonent-water. 
With jet a Bearer sweu— fresh breeze, awake .'12 
And nver, darkening ne'er with hoes of slaoghter 
Thy wave's pore silvery ^en, — and shining lake, 
Spread far before my cabm, with thy zone 
Of ancient woods, ve chaimess things and lone ! 
Send voices throagn the forest aisles, and make 
Glad mosie round me, that my soul may dare, 
Cheer'd by snob' tones, to look back on a dongeon'f air ! 

II. 

Oh, Indian hunter of the desert's race ! 
That with the spear at times, or bended how, 
Doet cross my footsteps in the fiery chase 
Of the swift elk or blue hill's flying roe ; 
ThoQ that beside the red night nre thou heapest, 
Beneath the cedars and the star-light sleepest, 
llioa know'st not, wanderer— never may'st tnea know !- 
Of the dark holds wherewith man cumbers earthy 
Toflhnt from himuiii eyes the dancing aeaaon'f mirlli. 
18 
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ra. 

There, fetter'd down from day, to think the while 
How bright in Heaven the festal eon if glowing, 
Makins earth** loneliest places, with his smile. 
Flush uke the rose: and now tt^ streams are flowing 
With sudden sparkles through the shadowy grass, 
And water-flowers, all trembling as they pass ; 
And how the rich dark summer-orees are boinng 
With their full foliage ;»tliis to know, and pine 
Bound unto midnight's heart, seems a stem lot— twaa miie. 

IV. 

Wherefore wm this ?«-BeeaB8e my soul had drawn 
Light from the book whose words are grayed in light ! 
There, at its well-head, had I fisund the dawn, 
And day, and noon of freedom :— but too bright 
It shines on that which man to man haA njen. 
And csJl'd the truth— the rery truth, from Hear^ih ! 
And therefore seeks he, in his brother's sijdit. 
To cast the mete : and therefore strives to oind 
With his strong ehaiui to earth, what is not earth's— the 
mind! 



It is a weary and a bitter task 
Back from the lip the burning word to keep, 
And to shut out Heayen's air with fals^ioo^'s maik, 
And in the dark mm -of the soul to he^ 
Indignant feelkigs — making even of thought 
A buried treasure, which may but be sought 
When shadows are abroad— and night— and sleep. 
I mig^t not bro<^ it long^-and thus was thrown 
Into tlutt grave-like ceU, to wither there alone. 

VI. 

And I a child of danger, friiose deli|;fats 
Were on dark hills and many-soundmg s€ 

kthat amidst the Cordillera heights 
ad nven Castilian banners to the breeze^ 
And the full circle of the rainbow seen 
There, on the snows ;t3 and in my countiy been 
A mountain wanderer, from the Pyrenees 
To the Morena crags— how left I not 
Life, or Ihe soul's life quench'd, on thnt sepulchral spot ? 
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TIL 

Because Thou didft not leare me, oh, my God ! 
Thou wert with thoM tliat bore the troth oC #ld 
Into the deserts from the oppressor's rod. 
And mftde the oayems of tne roek their fold, 
And in the hidden ehunbers of the dead. 
Oar gnidinc lamp with fire immortal feo. 
And met when stars met, by their beams to hold 
The free heart's eommmung with Thee,— and Thou 
Wert in the midst, (Ut, owa'd-^the stiengthener then ai now ! 

vra. 

Tet once I sank. Alas ! man's warering mind ! 
Wherefore and whence the rnsts that o'er it blow ? 
How ther bear with them, floating ancombin'd| 
The shadows of the past, that come and go. 
As o'er the deep the old long^biiried thiim 
Which a storm's working to the snrfoee bnngs ! 
Is the reed shaken, and mast we be so^ 
With CTer? wind ! — So, Father ! most we be. 
Tin we can nz ondimm'd oar steadHsst eyes oaThae* 

IX. 

Once my sool died within me. What had thrown 
That sickness o'er it ?— Efen a passing thonriit 
Of a dear spring, whose side, with flowers o^fgrowv^ 
Fondly and oft my boyish st^ had sought ! 
Perchance the damp roofs waters-drops, that feO 
Jost then, low tinkling throoirh my Taafted cell, 
Intensely heard amidst the stOlness, caught 
Some tone from memory, of the masio, swelling 
Erer with that fresh rill, ttom its deep rocky dweUing. 



Bat so my spirit's fereFd longing wroaght. 
Wakening, it might be, to the faint sad sOOnJ, 
That from the darkness of the walls they brc aght 
A lov'd scene round me, Tisibly aro«iid.l4 
Yes I kindling, sprea^Bng, brtgntentng, hoe oy hue. 
Like stars fi^ midnicfat, through the gloom it grew. 
That haunt of yoath, nepa, manhood l-^lil the oovnd 
Of my shut caTcm seem'd dissolT'd, uid I . 
Girt by the solemn hills and bnming pomp of iky. 
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XI. 

I look'd— 4uid lo ! the clear broad river flowing, 
Past the old Moorish min on the steep, 
The lone tower dark againit a heaven all glowing, 
lake seas of glass and fire ! — I saw the sweep 
Of riorioos woods far down the mountain side, 
Ana their still shadows in the gleaming tide. 
And the red evening on its waves asleep : 
And 'midst the scene— oh ! more than all— there smU'd 
My child's £ur (ace, and hers, the mother of my child ! 

With their soft eyes of love and gladness rais'd 
Up to the flashing sky, as when we stood 
Last by that river, and in silence gaz'd 
On the rich world of sonset : — bat a flood 
Of sadden tenderness my soul oppressed. 
And I msh'd forward with a yearning breast. 
To clasp— alas ! a vision ! Wave ami wood. 
And gentU Am^m, lifted in the lig^ 
Of day's last hectic blush, all melted from my right 

xm. 

Then darkness ! oh! th' onntterable gloom 
That seem'd as narrowing roand me. making kis 



And less my dongeon, when, with all its bloom. 
That bright dream vanished from my 1 ** ' 
It floated off; the beantifal !— vet left 



8och deep thirst in my sool, that thos bereft, 
I lay down, rick with pasrion's vain excess. 
And pray'd to die. — ^How oft woold sorrow weep 
Her weariness to death, if he might come like sleep ! 

xnr. 

Bat I was roas'd— and how ?— It is no tale 
Even *midst thy shades, thoo wilderness, to tell ! 
I woold not have my boy's yoans cheek made pale, 
Nor haont his sunny rest with what befell 
In that drear prison-house.— His eye must grow 
More dark with thoa^ht, more earnest his fair brow. 
More high his heart m youthful strength must swell ; 
So shall it fitly bum when all -is told : — 
lict childhood's radiant mist the free child yet enfold ! 
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XV. 

It is enough flnit thronrIi«iii^ haaTT hoagg. 
Ab wring OS by oi|^ feUowihip of cky, 
I liv'd, and nndegradcd. We kmY« powcM 
To tnatch th' opprewor^ bitter jW awsr! 
Shall the wild Iniyan, for hit sarege toe, 
Laugh and exiure, and shall not Tratfa's 1^ nqm > 
B«tf up her martyrB witii aH-eonqtiering swi^ ? 
It is enoueh that Tortare any be vain^ ^ 
I had jcen Ahrar d^-^e strife was won fiwB Pain. 

XVL 

And fiuntnot, heart of man! though jFnarssrane alow! 
There have been those that from the deM»est earns. 
And cells of nirht, and futnetses, below 
The stormy dashii^ of the ocean-waves, 
Down, farther down than gold lies hid, Wennrs'd 
A quenchless hope, and watch'd tibeir time, and bnrst 
On the bnght day, like wakeaers from Uie gmves ! 
I was of such at last l—nnchainM I trod 
This green eaith, taking back my freedom from my Ood ! 

xvn. 

That was an hour to send its fadeless traea 
Down life's far sweeping tide ! — A dim, wild night, 
like sorrow, hung upon the soft moon's face. 
Yet how my heart kap'd in her blessed light ! 
The shepherd's light— the sailor's on the sea— 
The hunter's homeward from the mountains free, 
Where its lone amile makes tremulously brMit 
The thousand streams !— I eould but gaze t&ongfa iears^ 
Oh ! what a sight is Heayen, thus first beheld for yean ! 

xvin. 

The rolling clouds !— they hare the whole blue space 
Abore to sail in— all the dome of sky ! 
My soul shot with them in their breezy race 
O'er star and gloom !— but I ^d yet to fly. 
As flies the hunted wolf. A secret spot. 
And stranee, I knew— the sunbeam knew it not ;— 
Wildest ofall the savaffe glens that lie 
In far sierras, hiding tneir deep springs. 
And traTers>d bat by storms, or somuihig eagles* wings. 
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XIX. 

Ajf and I met the stom there ! — ^I had gain'd 
llie coyert's heart with swift and gtealtby tread : 
A moan went past me, and the dark trees rain'd 
Their antomn foliage mstline on my head ; 
A moan — a hollow gost— ana there I stood 
Girt with majestic night, and ancient wood, 
And foaming water. — Thither might haye fled 
The moontam Christian with his faith of yore. 
When Afric's tambour shook the ringing western shore ? 

XX. 

But through the black rayine the storm came sweUing — 
Mighty thoa art amidst the hills, thoo blast ! 
In thy lone course -the kingly cedars felling, 
like plumes upon the path of battle cast ! 
A rent oak thunder'd down beside my caye — 
Booming it rash'd, as booms a deep sea-waye ; 
A falcon soaFd : a startled wild-deer pass'd ; 
A lar-off bell toll'd faintly throash the roar- 
How my glad spirit swept forth wiOi the winds onoemoie i 

XXI. 

And with the arrowy lightniiup !— for they flash'd, 
8mitinj|^ the branches in their ntful play. 
And brightly shiyering where the torrents dash'd 
Up, eyen to crag and eagle's nest, their spray ! 
And there to stand amidst the pealing strife. 
The strong pines groaning with temj^uons life, 
And all the moontain-yoices on their way,— 
Was it not joy ?— 'twas joy in rushing might, 
After those years that woye but one long dead <^ night I 

xxn. 

There came a softer hour, a loyelicr moon, 
And lit me to my home of yonth aeain, 
Through the dim chesnut shade, where oft at noon. 
By the fount's flashing burst, my head had lain, 
In gentle sleep : but now I pass'd as one 
That may not pause where wood-streams whispering run, 
Or light sprays tremble to a bird's wild strain. 
Because th' ayenger's yoice is in the wind; 
The foe's quick mHing step dose on the leares befailKl. 
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xxni. 

Mjf home of yoatb ! «oh ! if indeed to part 
Vnih the soaP« loved ones be a mournful tldng, 
When we go forth in buoyancy of heart, 
And bearing all the glories of our spring 
For life to- breathe on, — ^is it less to meet, 
When these are faded ?— who shall call it sweet? 
•~Even though loye*s mingling tears may haply bring 
Balm as they fall, too well their heavy showers 
Teach us how much is lost of all that once was ours I 

XXIV. 

Not by the sunshine, with its eolden glow, 
Nor tne green earth, nor yet the laughing sky, 
Nor the faint flower-scents, 15 as they come and go 
In the soft air, like music wanderii^ by ; 
—Oh ! not by these, th' unfailing, are we taught 
How time and sorrow on our frames hare wrought, 
But by the sadden*d eye, the darkened brow. 
Of kindred aspects, and the long diir gaze. 
Which teUs us coe are changed,— how changed from other 
daya! 

XXV. 

Before my father— 4n my place of birth, 
I stood an alien. On the very floor 
Which oft had trembled to my boyish mirth, 
The love that rear'd me, knew my face no more ! 
There hung the antique armour, helm and crest. 
Whose every strain woke childhopd in my breast. 
There droopM the banner, with the marks it bore 
Of Paynim spears ; and I, the worn in frame 
And heart, what there was I? — another and the same ! 

XXVI. 

Then bounded in a boy, with clear dark eye— 
—How should he know his father ? — ^whcn we parted, 
From the soft cloud which mantles infancy. 
His sool, just wakenins into wonder, darted 
Its first looks round. Him foUow'd one, the bride 
Of my yomig days, the wife how loved and tried ! 
Her gUnee met mine— I could not speak— she started 
With a bewilder'd gaze ; — until there came 
Tean to my barniog eyes, and from my lips her name. 
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XXVIL 

She knew me then !— I mnrmur'd '< Leonor /" 
And her heart aniWer'd !— oh I the voice is known 
First firom sti else, and swiftest to restore 
Lore's buried images with one low tone, 
That strikes like h^tninjr, when the cheek is iSEtded, 
And the hrow heafuy wiu thought o'ershaded, 
And all the brightness from the aspect gone ! 
—Upon my breast she sunk, when doubt was fled, 
Weepmg as those may weep, that meet in wo md dread. 

xxvni. 

For there we might not rest Alas ! to leaye 
Those native towers, and know that they must fall 
By slow decay, and none remain to grieve 
When the Weeds clnstcx'd on the lonely wall ! 
We were the last— myhov and t — ^the last 
Of a long line which brightly thence had pass'd ! 
Myfather bless'd me as I leil his haU— 
—With his deep tones and swefet, though full of yeari^ 
He bless'd me there, and bath'd my child's yoong head with 
tears. 

XXIX. 

I had brought sorrow on his gray hairs down. 
And cast the darkness of my branded name 
(For so he deem'd it) on the clear renown, 
Hy own ancestral heritage of fume. 
And yet he blessM me !-^ather ! if the dost 
lie on those Ups benign, my spirit's trust 
Is to behold thee yet, where giief and shame 
Dim the bright day no more ; and thou wilt know 
That not through guilt thy son thus bow*d thine tge with 
wo! 

XXX. 

And thou, mv Leooor ! that anrepining, 
If sad in sou^ didst quit all else for me. 
When stars— the stars that earliest rise— are shining. 
How their soft glance unseals each thought of thee f 
For on our flight they smil'd ;-— their dewy rays, 
Through the last olives, lit thy tearfiil gaze 
Back to ibe home we never more-migU see ; 
So pass'd we on, like earth's first exiles, turnins; 
Fond looks where hong the sword above their Eoen baniBg. 
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XXH. 

It WW a wo to Mj— << FareweU, my Spain ! 
The smuiy and the vhitage land, farewell !" 
—I coidd haFe died apon the battle plain 
For thee, my coontry I bat I mieht not dwell 
In thy flweet Tales, at peace. — The Toice of soQg 
Breathes, with the myrtle scent, thy hills al<»nje ; 
The citron's glow is caught from shade and deU ; 
But what are these ?~iipon thy flowery sod 
I might not kneel, and poor my 6ee thonghts-oot to God ! 

XXXIL 

O'er the blue deep I fled, the chainless deep ! 
•^tranffe heart of man ! that eT*n 'midst wo swells high, 
When through the foam he sees his proud bark sweep, 
Flinging out ioTous gleams to wafe and sky ! 
TesT it swells hi^h, whatever he leares behind ; 
His spirit rises with the rising wind ; 
For, wedded to the far fataritr, 
On, on, it bears him eyer, andf the main 
Seems niihing, like his hope, some happier dKure to gun# 

xxxm. 

Not thus is woman. Closely her still heart 
Doth twine itself with ef'n each lifeless thing, 
Which, long remember'd, seem'd to bear its part 
In her calm joys. For ever would she cling, 
A brooding dove, to that sole spot of earth 
Where she hath loved, and given her children birth^ 
And heard their first sweet voices. There may Spnng 
Array no path, renew no flower, no leaf, 
But hath its breath of home, its claim to farewell grief. 

XXXIV. 

I lookM on Leonor, and if there seem'd 
A cloud of more than pensivenens to rise, 
In the faint smiles that o'er her features gleam'd. 
And the s(^ darkness of her serious eyes, 
«.,_. 5... .... j._ _i « _..pj jj naught 

Sering thought 
odies 
And living light of streams. Her soul would rest 
Beaeeth yoiir shades, I said, bowers of the gorgeous west ! 



Ana uie aon oanmess oi ner serious 
Misty with tender gloom ; I called it i 
But the fond exile's pang, a lingering 
Of her own vale, with afl its melodiei 
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XX3CV. 

Oh» eouldweUfeiiiTiiioM! ccmldwehold 
Peloaioii faster, longer, to «»J»»f5^. , ,, 
When it shuts from m, with its "^jiitirsfold, 
Thi;i which we see not, «>d •^ «»«^^^"* ' 
Bat they, ota lov'd and Iowm, they to whom 
We ha/e spread o«t our so<£ in joy «id gloom, 
Their \oo£ aad accents, imtpowj addressed, 
Have been a laligaage of famiiiar tone 
T^ k^g to bf«^ iTust, dark sayings and m 

XXXVI. 

I told my heart twas hot the exile's wo , . 

Whlchwess'd on that sweet bosom ;-I deceiv d 
MyhearthJi half:-* whisper &int and low, 
Hannting it erer. and at times behered, 
Spoknr some i«^ cause. Howoftweswaa 
iSke those that drSun, and fcnoto the w^ they dream, 

'Midst the soft fells of awy Toioes gneT»V , 

And troubled, while bri£ht phantoms romid them play. 
By a dim feaw that aU mU float and fada away ! 

XXXV1L 

Yet, ai if chasing joy> I woo*d the hreexe, 
To speed me onward with the wings of monu 
^ —Oh ! far amidst the spUtary seas, 
. Which were not made for tta?'.^H"?*Sif^i??^ir 
Bering their moan with his !-what thou didst bear, 
'^ My lost and loreliest ! while that secret care 
Gww terror, and thy gftattc spirit, worn 
By its doll brooding weight, gaje way atlart, 
Beholding me as one from hope for ever cast . 

xxxvm. 

FV>r onto thee, as through all change, rereal'd 
Mine inward being lay. ltt?*l»«?I^. 
I had to bow me yet, and make a shi^d, 
To fence my burning bosom, of disguiie: 
By the still hope sostainM, ere long to win^ 
Some sanctnary, whose green retreats wiAm^^ 
My thoughts unfetter'd to their ««S|«« "!^™?'j- 
lAe sow Md sotnts of mom.— But thmi^st lo^ 
Through jff myscdfw^ ***»«^'*'"*® '^'"*^*^ 
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FaD'D, fall's, I leemM— yet, oh ! not leubelored, 
Thdiwli from thj lore was^luck'd the Mrly piide, 
And ambljf bw a cleoiBT ftith rcprorad, 
And searM with ffiuM f^-thoBgh each yovngf flower had 

died, 
There was the root,— atrong, Kfing, not the leaa 
Tliat all it yielded now waa bittenieM ; 
Tet ftUl 8Bch lore at qnita not miaery^ aide, 
Nor drops from gailt iti ivy-like embrace, 
Nor tnma away firraa dMth'a ita pole heroic fiice. 

XL. 

Yea ! thon hadst follow'd me through fiaar and flight ; 
ThoQ wonldst hare foUowM had my pathway led 
Even to the scaffold ; had the flashing lieht 
Of the raised aze maide strong men smrinK with dread. 
Thou, 'midst the hn^ of thousands, wouldst hare been 
With thy olaspM hands beside me kneeling aeen. 
And me^y bowing to the shame thy head— 
—The shame !— oh 1 making beantiral to view 
The might of human Ioto— fair thing ! so brar^ true ! 

XU. 

lliere was thine amy-*^ lore so well 
Where fear made love life's chastener.— HeretofcMre 
Whate'er of earth's disquiet round thee fell. 
Thy soul, o'erpassing its dim bounds, could soar 
Away to sunshme, and thy dear eye speak 
Most of the skies when grief most touch'd thy che^. - 
Now, that far brin^iteiess faded ! nerer more 
Couldst thou lift heafenwaids for its hope thy heart, 
Since at Heayen's gate it seem^ that then and I must part. 

XLH. 

Alas ! and life hath moments when a glance 

ilf thought to sodden watchfulness be st&rr'd,) 
i flush— a fading of the cheek perchance, s 

A word— less, less— the cadence of a word. 
Lets in our gaze the mind's dim yeil beneath. 
Thence to bring haply knowledge fraught with death ! 
-^Eren thus, what never from uiy lip was heard 
Broke on my soul.— I knew that m thy sijrht 
I stood— howe'er beloy'd- a recreant from the Ught ! 
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lOJSL 

Thr ndfweethjuiii, at ere, tiie was akMig,-* 
—Oh! the deep sooi it bresth'd !— the lore, the WD, 
The ferronr. poar'd in that fnU eosh of eoi^, 
Aj it went floating through the fiefj glow 
Of the rich tnnflet! — bringiitf thoagl& of Spaia, 
With all her vesper-Toices^ <?er the maia, 
Whieh aeem'd responsive in its monnnri^g flow. 
— ** Ave §ancU9Mma /''—how oft that Hj 
Hath melted from my heart the martyr-strNifth away t 

Are, sasetissima! 
Tis night-fall on the sea ; 

Ore pro nobis ! 
Oor sonis rise to thee ! 



Watch OS, while shadows lie 
O'er the dim water spread ; 

Hear the heart's lonely sigh, 
—7%tfie, too, hath bled ! 



Thou that hast look'd ptk death. 
Aid n* when death is near ! 

Whisper of Heaven to faith ; 
Sweet mother, hear ! 

Ora pro nobis ! 
The wave must rock our deep, 

Ora, mater, ora! 
Thou star of the deep ! 

XUV- 

« Ora pro nobis, mater /"—What a spell 
Was in those notes, with day's last glory dying 
On the flosh'd waters !— «eem'd Uiey hot to swell 
From the far dust, wherem mr sires were lying 
With cnioifiz and sword ?— Oh ! yet how^ear 
Comes their reproachful sweetness to mine ear ! 
** Ora/"— with all the purple waves replying. 
All my youth's visions rising in the strain— 
■^Andl nad thought it much to bear the rack and dmini 



dbyGoagle 



c^h 



Toitare !--Uie sofMw of •ibctiiHii*tfy«. 
FuoBg its MMkiiew ra thft Mi^kPfe «oi^ 
Deeper, and teadung BOM •TagCMi 
Maj pievee tktt BiBT fworda !-.*«4uid tkiA I ban 
Witbamiitepaiif. &M6 I kadvaMilv string 
From Its free wnnga to poor the tmdi of Uwwm 
bAo thytrtmbUaxmoL my Leeiior! 
Sileiice rose up wbere hearts no hofM oooU shaio: 
•*Alasl for those that loro^oMlBU^ not hkMdJBMiw! 



XI*VI. 

^« cpnld not uraj together 'midst the deep. 
Which, hke a floor of sapphire, round us %, 
mough days of splendour, nights too bri^V^e^. 
soft, solemn, holy !— We were on oor way ^' 

Unto the muhty Cordaiera-land, 
Witii men whom tales of that worid»s golden strand 
Had lured to leare their vines.— Oh ! who shaU sw 
What thoughto rose in us, when the tropic sky 
lonch'd all its molten seas with sunset's aadiemy t 

XLVn. 

Thoughts no more mingled !— Then oame niirht— th' in* 

tense ^^ 

Dark bine— 4he boning stars !— I saw tAteahian 
Once more, in thy secene magniiocBee, 

Southern Cross ! 16 as when thj radiant ska 
First drew m^^ nze of youth.-.tfo, not as tSia ; 

1 had been stricken by the^aits of men 

Since those fresh days, and now thy Ug^t divino 
I-ookJd on mine anguish, while within me stroto 
The BtiU smaU ? oice against the might of stifferiag krre. 

XLTin. 

Bot ^00, the dear, the glojious I thou wert pouring 
milliance and joy upon w crystal wave, 
While she that met thy ray with eyes adoring, 
Stood in the lengthening shadow of the grm ! 
—•Alas ! I watchM her daric religions glance. 
As It still sought thee through the Heayen's expanse. 
Bright Cross T-and knew not that I|||tch'd what gave 
But passing lustre— shrouded soon tJm-^ 
A soft light found no more— no more on earth or sea ! 
19 . 
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XUX. 
I lai«ir not til— yet fooMtluiigof imreflt 
8«t OB my beart. Wake, ooeaii-wiiid ! I faid ; 
Waft Of to land, in leafy iretliBMs <irett, 
Where throoi^ rich eloada of Mage o'er her head, 
8weet da]^ may steal, and rilli iuaeeB.ffQ by, 
like ainrmff Toicee, and the men earUi lie. 
Starry with flowen, beneath her mcefol tread ! 
—But the calm bomid ua 'midit the glassy main ; 
Ne'«r was her step to bend earth's liri]^ flower again. 



Tes ! ai if heaTcn upon the wayes were sleeping. 
Vexing my sool witn quiet, there they lay 
All moveless through tneir blue transparence keeping. 
The shadows of our sails, from day to day ; 
While she— oh! strongest in the strong neart's wo— 
And yet I live ! I feel the sunshine's gtow— 
And I am hethat look'd, and saw decay 
Steal o'er the &ir of earth, the adored too much ! 
—It is a fearftil thing to lore what death may touch. 

M. 

A fearful thing that lore and death may dwell 
In the same worid !— She faded on— and I— 
Blind to the last, thereneeded death to tell 
My trusting soul that she couid fade to die ! 
Tet, ere she parted, I had marfc'd a change, 
—But it breathed hope— 'twas beautiful, though strange : 
Something of gladness in the melody 
Of her low voice, and in her words a flight 
Of airy thought ■ ■ alas ! too perilously Ivight! 

And a clear aparkle in her gl^ce, vet wild. 
And quick, and eager, like the flashing ffaze 
Of some all wondering and awakming child, 
That first the ^^lories of the earth tmvep. 
>— How could It thus deceive me ? — she had worn 
Around her, like the dewy mists of mom, 
A pensive tenderness through happiest days^ 
And a soft world of dreams had seem'd to be 
^tiil in her dark, and deep, and spiritual eye. 
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Lm. 

And I eonld 1m^ in tiiat itniwefire t^diedied^ 
She died with all itf loftra onner mien ! 
— ^The d«j wai mehiitt from the waten wide, 
And throogh itf Ioim; blight honn her thoogirti htd been, 
It Mem'd, with reftwn m unwonted yearning, 
To Spain's blue ikiei and darlE lierras taming ; 
For her fond worda were ail of Tintage-ieene, 
And flowering mTrtle. and iweet citron's braOh-^ 
—Oh! with what yirid hnea life comea back oft on deathl 

LIV. 

And from her lips the niannfainfonga of old. 
In wild fiunt w ia t c h ei, fitlidly had •pmng ; 
Songs of the orance bower, the Moorish hdd, 
The « Rio vtrde^li on her soul that hong, 
And thenee ilow'a forth. — But now the son was low, 
And watchinr by mr side its last red glow, 
That eyer stuls the neart, once more she sane 
Ber own soft « Oro, maUr ! "—and the soona 
Waa eren like lore's fiureweU— ao moomfaUy profound* 

L?. 

The boy haddropp'd toslomber at our foat;-^ 
— « And I hare hdl'd him to his smiling rest 
**Onee more !" she said : — ^I raised him— it was tweet| 
Tet sad, to see the perfect calm which bleaa'd 
His look that hoar ;— for now her yoice grew weak ; 
And on the flowery crimson of his cheek, 
With her white lips a long, long kiss she press'd, 
Tet light, to wake him not.— Then sank her head 
Against my barating heavt— What did Idasp?— thadead! 

LVI. 

I call'd— to cafl what answers not oar cries— 
By that we lored to stand onseen, anheard, 
With the kmd passion of onr tears and siehs 
To see bat some cold glisterinf ringlet stnr'd, 
And in the qaench'd eye's fizednes^to gaze, . 
An yainly searching for the parted rays ; 
This is what waits as I— Dead !— wiA that chill word 
To link oar boaom-names t— For this we poor 
Oar souls npon the doit- nor tremble to adore ! 
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LTIL 

Bat tlM true paitiBg came J— 1 looW my ^ 
On the Md beauty of that shunbeting lace ; 
How eo«ld I thmk the lovdir spirit pawM. 
Which there had left lo unaerly iti trace? 
Yet a dim awfoliieM wat on th§ brow— • 
No! not like ileep to look upon art Thon. 
Death, death !-ie by, a thing f» carfih • ^^c^ 
ToWer with gprinr wreatha.-Ptor ««Jf**» V--^^^^^*!* , 
That giTCf die bier no floweri— makea moan abore her grare ! 

LVIH. 

On the mid-aeti a knell !— for man w«» fliere. 
Ancnish and love— the mourner with hu dead ! 
Along low-rolling kneU— a voice of prayer- 
Dark glasiv waters, like a desert spread,— 
And the (Mde-shinix^ Southern Cross on high, 
Its faint stars Cading from a solemn sky, 
Where mighty clouds before the dawn fcrew ted ;— 
Were these things round me ?— Such o'er memory swc€p 
Wildly when aught brings back that burial of the deep. 

UOL. 

Then the bftwid lonely smirlae !— andthe pladi 
Into the sounding waves 1 18— around her head 
They parted, wifli a glancing moment's fl^k> 
Then shut— and all was stiC And now thy oeo 
Is of tfaefar secrets, gendest L^nor ! 
Once fairest of young brides!— and never more, 
Lov'd as thou wert, may human tear he shed 
Above thy rest !— No mark the proud seas keep, 
To show Where h» that wqpt may pause again to weep. 

IX. 

SO the depths toeJk thee t— Ohl tiie fallen sense* 
<K desolation in that hour compresiM ! 
Dust going down, a speck, amfdkt th* immense 
And noomy waters, leavnig on their breast 
The ttace iii«ed«Mght les^e Aere !— Dust!-tha flung 
Which to the heart was as a living spring ^ 
Of joy, with fsarfulness of love possess'd. 
Thus wnking!- Love, joy, fear, aH craahM totWs— 
And thewMeHearen so fe*— so nthomless lh' abyss . 
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LXI. 

Whtre the line sonndt not. where the wree^ lie low, 
What shall wake thence the dead ?— Bleit, blest are they 
That earth to earth intrust ; for they may know 
And tend the dwelling whence the slomberer's clay 
Shall rise at last, and bid the yoong flowers l^looni, 
That waft a breath of hope around the tomb, 
And kneel upon the dewy turf to pray ! 
But thou, what cave hath dimly cnamber'd thee 7 
Fain dreams !— oh ! art thou not where there is no more sea ? 19 

Lxn. 

The wind rose free and singing : — ^when for erer. 
O'er that sole spot of all the watery plain, 
I could have bent my sight with fond endearour 
Down, where its treasure was, its glance to strain ; 
Then rose the reckless wind !— Before our prow 
The white foam flashM— ay, joyously— ana thou 
Wert left with all the solitury main 
Around theC'— and thy beauty in my heart, 
And thy meek sorrowing love— oh ! where could that depart ? 

IiXIII. 

I will not speak of wo ; I may not tell— 
Friend tells not such to friend— the thoughts which rent 
My feinting roirit, when its wild fiurewdl 
Across the Dillows to thy grare was sent, 
Thoio, there most lonely ! — He that siu above. 
In his calm glory, wiU forgive the love 
His creatures bear each cSher, ev'n if blent 
With a vain worship : for its close is dim 
Ever with grief, which leads the wrung soul back to Him I 

LXIV. 

And with a milder pang if now I bear 
To think of thee in thy forsaken rest. 
If from my heart be lifted the despair. 
The sharp remorse with healing influence pressed, 
If the soft eyes tiiat visit me in sleep 
Iiook not reproach, though still they seem to weep ; 
It is that He my sacrifice hath b\taa% 
And fiU'd my bosom, through its inmost cell. 
With a deep cnastening sense that all at last is well* 

19* 
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LXV. 

Ofliftww Atfkii^ e'«r thy long b^rtljff. 



«he sea-wead iBtsMs dafk twewf wnocM, 
'netaiidthTVtiltoir--^»«ttafcwcrtsoiur: 
cS^-r^^SllpB^ ««th1-iti.tleliold 
Euth erer kecft on thatcf enthy ■oaW ! 
Bot lAo» art breathing aow id f«"«J^*"> 

Which Migbted hMTt the lOot of *y tw^et lifii wrtJi ttirw. 

LXVL 

And if tha im whfch iww WW P*Ni«i light, 
Went with what dkd«it-Oh ! th^^ weto^w, 
But this !-4h«t thrw^ the wlertje of the Mght, 
Some voioe of all the lest oiiei and the tn«, 
WouW speak, and say, if in thenr lar fepoee, 
We are yel aogktot what we wen to those 
We eall the dead !— their passianate adieo, 
Was it bnt breath, to «ni?-HtAijrti2^ 
Be miiie !.-thy lore •• ieife, but purified frm dMt » 

LXYE. 

A thing aU heavenly I— «il«aiM from tl^^^^ fc«»r 
AsV&n dood between w, hewtand imndl 
IxKwed from the fear, the grie^ whose tentols floi« 
A chain so darkly, wHh its g«>wth entwineo. • 
This is my hope !— OioH** when the «ms<rt ftwies, 
When forests rock the midnight on their shafles, 
When tones of wail are in the rismg wImL 
Across my spirit soase faint doubt may ■•J* »,.. . 
For the strong hours u>Ul sway this fifaQ mortahty ! 

We have been wanderers smoe those days of wo. 
Thy boy and I !— As wild birds tend thcur yooBgy 
So have I tended bim-«iy bounding roe ! 
T^e high Peruvian solitades amonr ; 
And o'er the Andes-torrents home nwfijrm, 
Where our trail bridge hath quiver'd *midst the *offm.»» 
—But there the war-notes of my eenntry rang, 
And, smitten deep of Heaven and ma^ I fled 
To hide in shades w^icrced a maried and weary neaa. 
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LXIX. 

But he went on IB fl^iidiieM-4lMt fldr ehiki ! 
Save when at timet hit bright e je seeatM to drean^ 
And hit Toang Upt, which then no longer tmiled, 
Atk'd of hit motner !— that wat bat a gleam 
Of Mempry, fleeting fact; and then hit play 
Through the wide OaaotSi cheered again our wty, 
And by the mighty Oronoeo ttream, 
On wliote lone mvgin we hare heara irt men, 
From the raytteriont roekt, the tonrite-mntio borne.23 

LXX. 

So like a tpirit'i Toiee ! a harpfa^r tonej 
Loyely, yet ominoot to mcHTtai ear, 
Sieh as m^fat reach nt from a wond mkmomttf 
Troubling man't heart with thrillt of joy and fear ! 
Twat tweet !— jet thote deep tonChem thadet oppreis'd . 
My tool wiUi ttOlnett, like the calmt that rert 
On melancholy wayet :23 I sigh'd to hear 
Once more ewrth^t breezy toundt, her foliage Aom'd, 
And tam'd to teek the wUdt^ the red hunter't land. 

LXXI. 

And we haye won a bower of refuge new, 
In thit freth wattCL the brea& of whote repote 
Hath coel'd, like dew, the feyer of my brow. 
And whote green oakt and eedart round me doi^ 
At temple-wallt, and piUart, that ezdnde 
Barth't haunted dreamt firom their free tolitode j 
All. taye the image and the thought of thote 
Before ut gone ; our loyed of early yeart. 
Gone where alK^etion'f cup hath lott the tatte of tears* 

I tee a ttan— eye*t irtt^KNm !— in whete train 
Patt teenet, wordt, lookt. oooe back. The arrowy spire - 
Of the lone cyprett, as or wood-girt fane, 
Bett dark and still amidst a heaven of fire ; 
The pine givet forth itt odours, and the lake 
deamt like one ruby, and the toft windt wake, 
TOl every string of nature'e solemn lyre 
It toochM to answer ; Its most tecret tone 
Drawn from eaeh tree, for cfadb birth w hi mper s all its «iit». 
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LXXIIL 

Aad hark ! another mnnniir on the air. 
Not of the hidden rills, nor ^Qtrenng shades f 
— That is the cataract's, whieh the breezes bear,, 
FilKne the leafy twiUeht of the glades 
With hollow soige-life sounds, as from the bed 
Of the blue mounifiil seas, that keep the dead : 
But they are far ! — the low son here pervades 
Dim forest-arches, bathine with red gold 
Their stems, till eacu is made a marvel to behold, 

LXXIV. 

Gorgeous, yet fall of doom !— In such an hour, . 
The vesper-melody of dying bells 
Wanders through Spain, from each gray convent's tower 
O'er shining rivers pour'd, and olive-dells. 
By every peasant heard, and muleteer. 
And hamlet, round my home : — and I am here, 
Living again through all my life's farewells, 
In these vast woods, where farewell ne'er was spoken, 
And sole I lift to Heaven a sad heart—yet unbroken ! 

LXXV. 

In sn^ an hour are told the hermit's beads ; 
With the white sail the seaman's hymn floats by r 
Peace be with all ! whate'er their vurjiB^ creeds, 
With all that send up holy thoughts on hip^h ! 
Come to me, boy i — by Guadalquivir's vines, 
By every stream of Spain, as day declines, 
Man's prayers are mingled in the rosy sky. 
—We, too, will pray ; nor yet unheard, my child ! 
Of Him whose voice w€ hear at eve amidst the wild. 

^ LXXVI. 

At eve ?— oh !— through all hours !-4rom dark dreams oft 
Awakening, I look forth, and learn the might 
Of solitude, vrhile thou art breathing soft. 
And low, my loved one ! on the breast of night : 
I look forth on the stars — ^the shadowy sleep 
Of forests— and the lake, whose gloomy deep 
Sends up red sparkles to the fire-flies' Ught 
A lonely world !—€v'n fearful to man'slhonght, 
But for His presence felt, whom here my soul nath sought^ 
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NOTES 

TO 
THE FOREST SAHCTVARY. 



Note 1« iNig« ISl, U^e 8S. 



And nghiHg tkraugk ihi feathery emrnHf irc» 
Tbe ouMf m mom |Mirtf of the Ameriean forofto (Sm«d a 
thick undergrowth for many handled aidlet.--Sae Hedgton^t 
LtUien fir^ North Amenea, woL i.p.MB. 

Note S, page I8t, line 6. 

And far iheir kinh^lnce moam, a$ wuKm$ iki tum^MlL 
«hMh a fhall ai W ordmrorth hat beaatifidlj dMeribeds 

<< I hare seen 
A enrioas ehild who dwelt open a firaet 
Of inland rroondi appljing to lot ear 
The conToTutions of a smooth-iipp'd ahell ; 
To which, in silence hnsh'd, his very tool 
liiaten'd intently, and his countenance aoen 
BrightenM with joy; for mormuringt from within 
Were heard— sonoroui cadences ! whereli^} " 
4 To his belief, tiie monitor ezi|ress'd 
Mysterious union with its native sea. 
— fiven such a shell the universe itself '^.^^^ 
Is to the ear of Faith."— 7^ Exewnion, 

Note S, page 183, line tSL 

I t«e «n oak M&ri miy 4rc* 
•** I raeolle«t hearing a traveller, of poetical temperameMt, 



cKpressing the kind of horror which he fiilt am beholdinc on 
the baidcs of the Missouri, an oak of prodigious sise, wlioh 
had been in a maimer overpowered oy an enonnou* wild 
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grape-Tine, The Tine had clasped its huge folds rotnid tlie 
inmk, and from thence had wound aboot ereiy branch and 
twig, ontil the mighty tree had withered in its embrace. It 
seemed like Laocoon struggling ineffectuallj in the hideomi 
eoHs of the monster Pph(m.^*^Braeebridge HalL Chapter 
Oft Forett Tree$. 

Note 4, page 187, lines 1, S, S. 

Thou hast perith^d 
More nobly far my Alvar !~-making known 
The nd^ht if truth. 
For a more mteresting account of the Spanish Protestants, 
and the heroic dcTotion with which they met the spirit w 
persecution in the sixteenth century, see the f^uarterly iie- 
vUw, No. 57, art QuM» VitU to Sgain, 

Note 5, page 188, lines 19, 20, 21* 

/ look'd on twOf 
Following hiefboUtepe to the eame dread place, 
For the tame guilU— his eieters!— 
" A priest, named Gonzalez, had, among other prosdytes, 

Sined orer two young females, his sisters, to the protestant 
th. All three were confined in the dungeons of the In- 
ouisition. The torture, repeatedly applied, could not draw 
mn them the least eridence against their religious asso- 
ciates. ETcry artifice was employed to obtain a recantatioB 
from the two sisters, since the constancy and learning of 
Gonzalez precluded all hopes of a theoloncal rictoir* 
Their answer, if not exactly logical, is won<Mrfhlly simple 
and affecting. * We will die in the faith of our brother : ne 
is too wise to be wrong, and too good to deceiTe us.'*-The 
three stakes on which Uiey died were near each other. The 
priest had been gauged till the moment of lighting up the 
wood. The few muintes that he was allowed to speak he em- 
ployed in comforting his sisters, with whom he sun^ the 109th 
Psalm, tiU the flames smothered thdjr Toices.*'-^/6td. 

Note 6, page 188, lines S5 and 36. 

And deem the name 
A hundred ehi^ had borne, cast down bjf xfou to shame. 
The names, not only of the immediate rictims of the fn- 
(;|nisition, were dcToted to infamy, but those ot all their rela- 
tions were branded with the same indelible stain, which waa 
likewise to descend as an inheritance to tbeir latest poa-» 
terify. 
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Note 7, page 193, Ibes 19 and 20. 

^Twat not wUhin the dty — but in tight 
Cf the 8n9W-crown'*d aierras. 
The piles erected for these execntioiis were without the 
towns, and the final scene of an Anto da Fe was sometimes, 
Irom the length of the preceding ceremonies, delayed till 
midnight. 

Note 8, page 1^9, lines 28, 29, SO. 

J would hone ealVdy adjuring the dark cloud ; 

To the moat ancient Heavens 1 would have sot cf 

*^-^Speak tome! show me truth /" 
Tot one of the most powerful and impressive pictures per- 
haps ever drawn, of a young mind struggling against habit 
and superstition in its &^ aspirations after truth, see the ad- 
mirable Letters from Spain by Don Leucadio Doblado, 

Note 9, page 200, lines 19 and 20. 

Jbr thick ye girt me round, ye long'departed ! 
Jhut^^tmageform—^oith croee, and shield, and crest, 
'* Too walk from end to end over a floor of tombttones. 
inlaid in brass with the forms of the departed, mitres, aaa 
eroziers, and spears, and shields, and helmets, all mingled 
together— all worn into glass-like smoothness by the foet and 
the knees of long-departed worshippers. Around, on erery 
side each in their separate chapel, sleep undisturbed from age 
to age the venerable ashes of tiie holiest or the loftiest that of 
old came thither to worship — ^their images and their dying 
prajeie sculptured amons the resting-places of their remains.^ 
— 'FYom a beautiful description of ancient Spanish Cathedrals, 
in Peter^s Letters to his Kintfolk, 

Note 10, page 208, lines 21 and 22. 

With eyes, whose lightning laughter hath beguiled , 

A thoueand pangs. 

" £ *1 lampeggiarde V angelico riso.— PetrarcA. 

Note 11, page 204, lines 1, 2, 8, 4. 

Mighty sJuuies 
Weaving their gorgfeous tracery ^ thy head, 
With the light melUng through tl^irMgh arcades, 
As through a pillar^a cloister's, . .. , 
'* Sometimes their discourse was helj^ in the deep shades of 
most-grown forests, whoae gloom and^jtterlaced boughs first 
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flMCtated that Oothie arelrit««tiire, beaeatk wliote pouitad 
ai«bet, where they had studied and prayed, the paiti-ooloored 
windowa shed a ttBged light ; scenes, which flie rieana «f 
•onshiiie, penetratiiig the deep foliage.' and ffickenng on tim 
yariegated tmf helow, might haye recalled to their ntemorT.** 
— Ff^fer't Oration on the Ltmdine itf the Pilgrim Fafhen 
im Ntno Engletnd,^8ee Hodgeon^t Lettere Jrom North 
Jmeriea, yol. ii. p. 30S. 

Note le, page S05, lines 1 and e. 

Bring me the eounding if the torrent-water. 
With yet a nearer ewell'-freeh breeze ^ awoMe ! 
Hie Taiying sounds of waterfidls are thus allnded to in an 
interesting work of Mrs. Grant's. " On the opposite side the 
Wew was bounded by stem hiUs, covered witn lofty pines, 
ftom which a waterfall descended, which not only gave 
animation to Uie srlTan scene, bat was the best barometer 
imaginable ; foretelling by its raried and intelligible sounds 
every approaching chimge, not only of the weather but of 
., — ■ _. imenea ' ' . ^ _ - — 



(he wind."— ilfnnofrs of an American Lody^ voL i. p. 14S. 

Note 18, page a06, lines S2 and ^8. 

And the full circle qf the rainbow seen 
There, on the enowe. 
The circular rainbows, oeeasioaaUy seen among the Andes, 
are described by Vlloa. 

Note 14, page e07, lines 28, 89, 80, 81. 

But so my epiriVe fevered longin^e wrought, 
ffakeningf it might be, to the faint ead tound. 
That from the darkness qf the walle they brot^ptU 
A ioved scene round mt, visibly around, ' 
Many striking instan c es oJF the vividneaa with which the 



Apparitions, The following illultrative passage is quoted m 
the same work, from the writings of the late Dr. Ferriar. 
«( I remember that, i^out the affctff fourteen, it was a source 
<^ great amusement to myseltl if I had been viewing any 
ihteresting olijact in the course of the day, such as a romantic 
ruin, a fine seat, or a review of a bo^ of troops, as soon 
as evening came on, if I had occasion to go mto a dark 
room, the whole scene was brought before my eyes with a 
brilliancy equal to whtit it li^d possessed in daylight, and rf- 

/ 
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The lama-driver, on Pemvia's peak, 
KoR^Toice nor liyinff motion marks aronnd, 
But storks that to the boondless forest shriek, 
Or wild-cane arch, high flung o'er ^df profound, 
That flactuates when the storms of £1 Dorado sound. 

Note SI, page 22S, lines 6 and 6. 

And then fna play 
Through the wide Uanos cheered again our way. 
Uanoe, or savannas, the great plains in South Americfa. 

Note 22, page 22S, lines, 7, 8, 9, 

And by the mighty Oronoco stream^ 
On whose lone margin we have heard at mom 
From the myeterious rocks, the sunrise music borne, 
De Humboldt speaks of those rocks on the shores of the 
Oronoco. Travellers have heard from time to time snbter- 
raneous sounds proceed from them at sun-rise, resembling 
those of an organ. He believes in the existence of this mys- 
terions music, although not fortunate enoneh to have heardf it 
kimself, and thinks that it maj be produced bj currents of air 
israisg through the crevices. 

Note 23, page 228, lines 14 and 15. 

Yet those deep southern shades oppressed 

My soul with stillness. 
The same distinguished traveller frequently alludeff to the 
extreme stillness of the air in the equatorial r^cms of the 
aew continent, and particularly on the thickly wooded shores 
of the Orqnoco. '* In this neighbourhood," he says, " no 
breath of wind ever agitates the foliage/' 
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riu: foUowing piec69 inAf $o f^r be considered a ££rtBi, as 
ttkch is inlcnded to bt! commeEiioratif e of some Qationiil 
recollection } lioputu cnBtotn, or tiiiditioiip The idea wa% 
iu^gested by Herd^r'a " Stixnruen der Volktrin Lied cm;" 
tilt cKcculion Ja Jiowcver dUfereat^ ai the poonjj in kia col- 
l^ctioD are cbieA^ trantietioiu. 

Ho9t of those formuig the iiresent one huve aptKBivd, mm wdl 
Ai tbe raJiceUaueoy^ pieeea aitttclinl t^ ibem^ in the £4eir 
I^fonthly Mag«zici«. 
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aiOOmsra BRIBAX 90KG. 

Una OMieIn toion; tbe Moors, Cbtt a fem^e wbo di«« oamamed 
28 dothed A)r inCerment in wedding apparel, aad the biidal tong is 
svDg over her remaint befbre they are boroe from her home. 

See the Jfarrathe of a TW Featt* Rtaidmct in 
Tripoliy by the sister m-law of Mr. Tolly. 

The citron groves fheir fruit hud flowers were i lrc u li ^ 
Around a Moorish palaee, while the feigb ^ 

Of low sweet summer- windS) the brancJhtt wooulg, 
With music through their shadowy bowers went by ; 
Music and voices, from the marble halfe, 

Through the leaves gleaitikig^ itnd the fonntaih^hlb. 
A song of jr>y, abridtl sung came sWellmg, 
To blend with fragrance in those aoothcrn shades, 
And told of feasts within the stately dwelling, 
Briffht lamps, and dancing steps, and gem-crownM maids ; 
And thus it flow'd $— vet bomething in the lay 

Belong'd to sadness, as it died away. 

" The bride comes forth ! her tears no more are falling 
To leave the chamber of her infant yean ; 
Kind voices from a ifistant home are i ^ ' 



She eomes like day-q^t^^-4he ha^ done A 

Now must her dark eye ^SSm 4m other flowAs, 
Her soft smile gladden other hearts than oiurs I 

Pour the rich odours rodhd I 

** We haste ! the ehnseii and the lovely bringing ; 
Love still goes with her from her plate of birth ; 
Beep silent joy within her soul is springing, 
Though in lier glance the light no saore is mirth I 
Her l^uty leaves as in its rosy years : 
Her sisters weep^-MI>ot she hath done with tears ! 

*^Now &ay the thnbrel sound ! " 

Snow'st thou for Vfkom they sang the bridal numbers ? 
—One, whose -rich tresses were to wave no moi^ ! 
One, wfaotf pal« eheek soft winds, nor gentle slumbers, 
Nor Love's own sigh, to rose-tints might restore! 
Her graceful ringlets o'er a bier were spread.-^ 
— W«ep for the young, the heautlfiil,«^the dead i 
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TH£: BIRD'S BEZ.EABE. 



The Indiaoiof Denfal and of the Ooaet of MeUbaf hnog eag«e 
fined with birds to the cravot of their friends, over whieh they set 
the birds at liberty. This custom is alluded to in the description of 
Vir(inia*s funeraL See PoMi amd Firfmim- 

Go forth, for she is roae ! 
With the golden light of her wavj hair, 
She is gone to the fields, of the yiewieM air ; 

She hath left her dwelling lone ! 

Her f olce hath pass'd awaj I 
It hath pass'd awa j like a enmmer breeze. 
When it leaves the hills for the fa^blne seas, 

Where we may not trace its way. 

Go forth, and like her be free ! 
With thy radiant wing, and thy glaneing eye, 
Thon hast all the range of the sunny sky. 

And what is oar grief to thee f 

Is it aught ey'n to her we mourn 7 
Both she look on the tears by her kindred shed ? 
Doth she rest with the flowers o'er her gentle head; 

Or float on the light wind borne ? 

We know not— but she is gone ! 
Her step from the dance, her yoice fivm the song. 
And the smile of her eye from the festal throng ; — 

She hath left her dwelling lone ! 

When the wayes at sunset shine, 
We may h^ar thy yoice. amidst thousands more, 
In the scented woods or our glowing shore, 

Bat we shaU not know tis thine ! 

Ey*n so with the loy'd one flown ! 
Her smile in the* starlight may wander by, 
Her breath may be near in the wind's low sigh, 

Around tis^but all unknown. 
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Go fortb, we have looi'd thy chaia ! 
We may deck thy cage with the richest flowen^ 
Which the bright day rean is oar eatten boweit, 

Bat thou wilt not be faqped agaia. 

Et>ii thai may the rammer pour 
AU fragrant thiogi on the h»d*8 ffreeabieaiL 
And the |lQrioa8 earth like a bride be drefi'd» 

Bat It wiiifl kit back oomore ! 



THE SWORD OF THE TOMB. 



A NORTHIEN LfiGENI>b 

The idea of this ballad it takeo from a f cone in *' Starkother,'* a 
tracedT by the Danish poet Ocblemehlager. The tepalchral fire here 
alladed to, and rapposed to gnard the asbei of deeeased lieroet, is 
freqoently mentioned in the Northom Sagas. Setrere sufferings to 
the departsd spirit were supposed by the Scandinavian mythologists 
to be the conseqneoeo of any profanation of the sepalehre. 

See 0chUnscklugir*3 PlofS. 

" YoicB of the gifted elder time ! 
Voice of the eharm and the Rttnie rhyihe ! - 
Speak ! from the shades and the dep&s disdoM) 
How Sinrd mi^ Tanqoish his mottaHoes ; 
Voice of the boned past ! 

« Voice of the giave ! 'tis the mighty hour. 
When night witn her stars and dreams hath power. 
And my step hath been sonndless on the snow8i| 
And the spell I hare song hath laid repose 
On the billow and the blast.'' 

Then the torrents of the ^orth, 
And the forest pines were still, 
While a hollow chant cauie forth 
From the dark sepnlehral hill. 

« There shines no sun 'midst the hidden dead, 
Bot where the day looks not the brave may tread ; 
There is heard no song, and no mead is poiu^, 
Bat the warrior may come to the silent DoarA 
In the shadow of the night. 
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'< There if laid a sword in thy father's tomb, 
And its edge is fraught with thy foeman's doom ; 
But soft he thy step through the silence deep, 
And move not the urn in the house of sleep, 
For the viewless hare fearful might ! " 

Then died the solemn lay, 
As a trumpet's music dies, 
Bv the night-wind borne away 
Through ue wild and stormy skies. 

The fir-trees rock'd to the wailing blast, 
As on through the forest the warrior passed. — 
Through the forest of Odin, the dim and old, ^ 

The dark place of visions and legends, told 
By the fires of Northern pme. 

The fir-trees rock*d, and the frozen ground 
Gave back to his footstep a hollow sound ; 
And it seem'd that the depths of those awful ihadeSj 
IVom the dreary gloom of their long arcades, 
Gave warning, with voice and sign. 

But the wind strange magic knows 
To call wild shape and tone 
From the gray wood's tossing boughf 
When night is on her throne. 

The pines clos'd o'er him with deeper gloom. 
As he took the path to the monarcn's tomb : 
The pole-star snone, and the heavens were oright 
With the arrowy streams of the northern light, 
But his road through dimness lay ! 

He passM, in the heart of that ancient wood. 
The dark shrine stain'd with the victim's blood : 
Nor paused, till the rock where a vaulted bed 
Had Deen hewn of old for the kingly dead, 
Arose on his midnight way. 

Then first a moment's chill 
Went shuddering through his breast. 
And the steel-clad man stood still 
Before that place of rest. 

But he cross'd at length, with a de^drawn breach. 
The threshold-floor of the hall of Death, 
Andlook'd on the pale mysterious fire 
Which gleam'd firom the urn of his warrior-sire, 
With a strange and solemn light. 
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1 darkly the wordi of the boding stnda 
/ «e an omen rose on his soul again, 
"** Soft be thy step through the silence deep, 
And more not the am in the honse of sleep, 
For the viewless have fearful might ! ** 

Bot the gleaming sword and shield 
Of many a battle-day 
Honr o'er that nm, reveai'd 
By Uie tomb-fire's waveless ray. 

With a faded wreath of oak-leaves bound, 
They hung o'er the dust ef the far renownM, 
Whom the bright Valkyriur's warning voice 
Had caird to the banquet where gods rejoice, 
And the rich mead flows in light. 

With a beating heart his son drew near, 
And still rang the verse in his thrilling ear, 
— " Soft be Uiy step through the silence deep. 
And move not the urn in the house of sleep. 
For the viewless have fearful might ! *' 

And many a Saga's rhyme. 
And legend of tiie grave^ 
That shadowy scene of tune 
Call*d back, to daunt the brave. 

But he raii'd his arm — and the flame grew dim. 
And the sword in its light seem'd to wave and swim, 
And his faltering hand could not grasp it well— 
From the pale oak- wreath, with a clash it fell 

ThrojDgh the chamber of the dead ! 
The deep tomb rang with the heavy sound, - 
And the urn lay shiverM in fragments round ; 
And a rush, as of tempests, quench*d the fire. 
And the 8catter*d dust of his warlike sire 

Was strewn on the Champion's head. 

One moment — and all was still 
In the slumberer's ancient hall. 
When the rock had ceas'd to thrill 
With the mighty weapon's fall. 

The stars were just fading, one by one. 
The clouds were just ting'd by the early sun. 
When there stream'd thK>ugh the cavern a torch's flame. 
And Uie brother of Sigurd the valiant came 
To seek him in the tomb. 

Stretch'd on his shield, like the steel-girt slain 
By moonlight seen on the battle-plain. 
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Ib a ipeeehleM trance laj tlie warrior there,' 
But he wfldly woke when the torch's glare 
Blast on him through the gloom. 

'* The momJDg wind blows firee, 
And the hour of chaaie is near : 
Come forth, come forth, with me ! 
What dost thoo, Sigurd, here ?" 

"I hare pot oat the holy sepalchral fire, 
I haye scatterM the dnst of my warrior-sire ! 
It boms on my head, and it weighs down my heart ; 
But the winds shall not wander without their part 

To strew o'er the restless deep ! 
'* In the mantle of death he was here with me now, — 
There was wrath in his eye, there was gloom on his brow ; 
And his cold still glance on my spirit fell 
With an icy ray' and a withering spell>— 

Oh! chill is the house of sleep!" 

** The morning wind blows free, 

And the reddening son shines clear ; 

Come forth, come forth, with me ! 

It is dark and fearful here !** 
« He is there, he is there, with his shadowy frown ! 
But gone from his head is the kingly crown. 
The crown from hb head, wuLthe spear from his hand,— 
They have chased him far frnaKhe giorioos land 
Where the feast of the gdds is spread! 

<< He must eo forth alone on his phantom steed. 
He must ride o'er the grare-hills with stormy speed ; 
His place U no longer at (Min^s board, r. 

He is driven from Valhalla without his sword ! 
But the slayer shall avenge the dead !" 

That sword its fame had won 
By the fall of many a crest, 
But lis fiercest work Vfw done 
In the tomby on JSigurd's breast ! 
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TAIAYRIUR SONG. 



Tfa« VaUcjrrinr, or Fatal Sistera of Northorn Mvtbolaffy, were sup* 
poeed to rinf le oat the warriors who were to die in battle, and be 
received into the halla of Odio. 

When a northern chief fell gloriomly in war, hii obeeqaie^were 
hoBoared with all poiaible mafnificence. Hit aroia, gold and silver, 
wai-horse, donestic attendants, and whatever ebe he held most dear, 
were placed with him on the pile. His dependants and friends fire- 
qventiy made it a point of honour to die with their leader, in order to 
attend on his shade in Valhalla, or the Palace of Odin* And lastly, 
his wife was generally conpamed with him on the same pile. 

See MaUeVa Mltrthem Antiquities^ Herbert's Belga^ ^c 

Tremblinffly flashed th' inconstant meteor light, 
Showing Uiln forms like virgins of this earth, 
Save that all signs of human joy or grief, 
The flash of passion, smile or tear, had seem'd 
On the fiz'd brightness of each dazzling cheek 
Strange and amiataral. JUilman* 

Tbb (Sea-ldiig woke from the tronijled sleep 

Of a Tieion-haiinted night. 
And he look'd from his berk o'er the gloomy deep, ' 
And ooonted the streak* 4>f light ; 
. For the red ami's etfttist fay 

Was to loose his bands that 4ay, 
To the stormy joy of fight ! 

But the dreams of rest were still on earth, 

And the silent stars on high. 
And there waved not the smoke of one cabin-hearth 
'Midst the qoiet of the sky ; 
And alone the twilight bay 
In their Sleep the hamlets lay, 
For they knew not the Norse were nigh ! 

The Sea-king look'd <>*er the brooding ware : 

He tnm'd to the dosky shore, 
And there seem'd, through the arch of a tide-worn oave, 
A gleam, as of snow, to pour ; 
And forth, in watery light, 
Moved plumtoms, dindy white, 
Whldi the garb of woman borb. 
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Slowly they mored to the billow aide ; 

And the forms, as they grew more clear, 
Seem'd each on a tall pale steed to ride, 
And a shadowy crest to rear, 
And to beckon with faint hand 
From the dark and rocky strand. 
And to point a gleaming spear. 
Then a stillness on his spirit fell. 

Before th' unearthly train. 
For he knew Valhalla's danditers well, 
The choosers of the slain 1 
And a sudden rising breeze 
Bore across the moaning seas 
To his ear their thrilling strain : 

<< There are songs in Odin's Hall, 
For the brave, ere ni^ht to fall ! 
Doth the great sun hide his ray ?— 
He must brine a wrathful day ! 
Sleeps the falchion in its sheath ? — 
Swords must do the work of death ! 
R^er !— Sea-kin^ \—thee we call I— 
There b joy in Odin's HalL 
(< At the feast and in the song, 
Thou shalt be remember'd long ! 
By the green isles of the flood 
Thou hast left thy track in blood ! 
On the earth and on the sea. 
There are those will speak of thee ! 
'Tis enough— the war-eQd|gill— 
There is mead in OdidHVI 
«Regner! tell thy £i|HR bride 
She must slumber At fli^side ! 
Tell the brother of thy breast 
Er'n for him thy grave hath rest ! 
Tell the raven-steed which bore thee^ 
When the wild wolf fled before thee, 
He too with his lord must fall- 
There is room in Odin's Hall ! 
<< Lo ! the mighty sun looks forth — 
Arm! thou leader of the north ! 
Lo ! the mists of twilight fly — 
We must vanish, thou must die I 
By the sword and by the spear, 
By the hand that knows not fear. 
Sea-king ! nobly shalt thou fal» !— 
There is joy in Odin's Hall ! " 
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There was uming heard ob land and ware, 

WhflB afar the soniight spread, 

And Ibe nhantom forms of tne tide- worn care 

With the mists of morning fled. 

But at ere, the kingly hand 

Of the battle-axe and brand, 

liay cold on a pile of dead! 



THE CAVERN OF THE THREE TELLS. 

SWISS TRADITION. 

The three foundera of the Helvetic Confederacy are thooeht t» 
fu £.1? * °i;^0"» new the lake of Lucerne. The herdamen caUthem 
tne Three TeUi; and say that they lie there in their antique garb, in 
quiet alomber ; and when Switzerland is in her utmost need, they will 
awaken and regain the liberties of the land. 

_, _, , See Quarterly RevieWt JV1». 44. 

The Gruth, where the confederates held their nishtly meetings, is a 
meadow on the shore of the Lake of XiUceme, or LtJie of the Forest- 
cantons, here called the Forest-sea. 

Oh ! ^ter not yon shadowy care, 
Seek not the bright spars there, 
Tho^rh the whispering pines that o'er it ware. 
With freshness fiU the air : 

For there the Patriot Three, 
In the garb of old array'd. 
By their natire Forest-sea 
On a rocky couch are laid. 
The Patriot Three that met of yore 

Beneath the midnight sky, 
And leagued their hearts on the Orutli shore, 
In the name of liberty ! 

Now silently they sleep 

Amidst the hills they freed ; 
But their rest is only deep. 
Till their country'^s hour of need. 
They start not at the hunter's call, 

Nor the Lammer-eeyer's cry, 
Nog the rush of a sudden torrent's fall, 
Nor the Lauwilie thonderiirg by ! 
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And the AImM berdniiii'i Uj, 

To a Switwjr»8 heifft to dttr! 
On the wild wind flouts away. 

No more for them to hear» 

Bot when the battle-hom ii Wo^ 

Till the Schreckhom's peaks reply, 
When the Jungfran's diffe send back the tone 
Through their eagles' lonely sW; 

When spear-heads light the lakes, 
When tmmpets loose the snows. 
When the mshing war-steed shakes 
The glacier's mnte repose ; 

When Uri's beeehen woods wave red 

In the burning hamlet's light ;—• 
2%e»fipomthecaTemofthed^d, 
Shall the sleepers wake in micht ! 

With a leap, likeTelPs proud lea^. 
WlMtt away the helm be flnng,*^ 
Andl»6ldlynut]ieste^ 
l^om the flashing biHow v^itfUigi 

They shall wake beside their Forest<«ea, 

In the aBoient garb th?y wore 
When they Ihird the hands Aat hHjb us fire^ 
On the Gratli*8 moonlight shoft : 

And their voices shaU be heard, 
And be answcr'd with a i^ou^ 
TiU the echoing Alps ake stiird. 
And the signd-flres biaie onir 

And the land shall see such deeds again 

As those of that prondl day, 
When Winkelried, on Mp*ch's pl^, 
Throuffh the serried spears made way ; 

And when the rocks earned©^ 

On tlie dark Morgarten deU, ^ 

And the crowned casqaes,t tftrtlitowii. 
Before onr fathera will 
For the Kiihreihen'sl notes must ner^r sound 

Id a land that wears the Chain, 
And the vines on freedom's holy ^Oimd 
Untrampled must remain ! 

• The point of rock on which TeU iMmd fwpi As bost of 6ssiler 
!■ marked by a chapel, sod called the mUntptiakg' . _. , 

t Crovmed helmeUf as a distinction bf rsak, are nsntionea in 
Bimond't Switzerland. ... 

1 The KObreihen, the eelebrsAed Jimt dM Fmkn* 
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And the yeUow liAnrttt waje * 

For no stranetr's hand to reap. 
While within their silent care 

The men of Grutli sleep ! 



SWISS SOICG, 

OH THE ANNITERSART OF AN ANCIENT BATTLE. 

The SwiiB, eren to our days, have contiDued to celebrate the anni- 
venanes of ancient battlea with much solemaity ; asscmUiog in the 
open air on die fields where their ancestors fought, to hear thanka 
Jjvin« offered np by the priests, and the ^anes of all who shared in 
2?«** ^.."^ ?• ^,*y enumerated. They afterwards walk in proces- 
monto chapels, always erected in the vicinity of such scenes, where 
oMSses are sung for the souls of the departed. 

^Planta's History of the Helvetic Confederacy, 

Look on the white Alps round \ 

Ifyetth^girdaland 
Where freedom's Toice and step are fotmd. 
Forget ye not the band, 
The fidthfbl band, our shres, who fell 
Here, in the narrow battle*dell ! 
If yet, tiie wilds among. 

Our silent hearts may bum, 
When the deep mountain-horn had rwu^, 
And home our steps may turn, 
— ^Home ! — home !-^it still tnat name be dear, 
Praise to the men who perish'd here \ 

XiOok on the white Alps round ! 
« Up to the shining snows 
That day the stormy rolling sound, 
The gound of battle; rose! 
Their caves prelong'd the trumpet's blast, 
Their dark pmes trembled as it pass'd ! 
They saw the princely crest. 

They saw the knightly speu\ 
The banner and the mam^wdweast 
Borne down, and trampled here ! 
They saw—dnd j^orying there they stand, 
Eternal records to the land ! 
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Praise to tilt mototiift-ltMik 
Tb9 liretlirai ttfim |^! 
By them M ateel^amiy Wftf won, 
Th^ ttD#4 as |peMaut-iBe»l 
They left the Tineyard and the field 
To break an empire's lance and shield ! 



Jjock on the white Alps — 
If yet, along their steeps, 
Ou' children's fearless feet roigr boon^ 
Free as tlie chamob leaps : 
Teach them in song to bless the band 
Amidst whose mossy graves we standi 
If by the wood-fire's blaze. 

When winter-sta^ gli^am colid, 

The ghirions tales of eld^ dayf 

lA*y proudly yet he told. 

Forget hoi then the shepherd-raee, 

Who made the hearth a hoty place t 

Look on the white Alps roimd ! 

If yet the sabbath beU % ^ 

Coioes o'er them with a gladdenii^soiiiMy 
Think on the battle deu ! 
For blood first bathed its fioweiy 9p^ 
That cfaamiess hearts mi^ht worship Qod • 



TUB tIES[SBNG£9<-BIB0» 

Some of the mAve BrazHiaDs paT great yimeratioa to a ceitaui bird 
that sings monrnfullv in tbe ni|»t-«ne. Thet say it b 4 msiMnger 
whieb their deceased ftiends and lelntioas have sent, an4 that it brings 
thmi news from the other world 

See PiearVs Ceremonies and Religions Cit80mtf 

Tuou art come from the ttiirit9' laad> thou hiid I 

Thou art come/ronp the stnrits' land ! 
Through the dark pine-mye let thr voice be hesd, 

And tell of the shaqowy bandl 

We know tM thf bowe^ are gree^ and (air 

In the yght of that sQmmer shore. 
And we know that the friends we hare lost ar§ thcre> 

They are there-*and th^ w^ Qomon! 
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And we know they ha?e qoenchM their fever'e thint 

From the Fountain of Youth ere now,* 
For thert most the stream in its freshness bursty 

Which none may find below I 

And we know that they will not be fanred to earth 

From the land of deathless flowers. 
By the feast, or the dance, or the sonf^c^ mirth, 

ThoQgh their hearts were once with oors ; 

Thoogh they sat with os by the night^re's blaze, 

Aad bent with as the bow, 
And heard 6ie tales of oi|r fathers' days, 

Which are told to others now! 

But tell OS. thon bird of the solemn stndn! 

Oan those who have loved foreet 7 
We call— and they answer not agam — 

— Dotbey bve-Hio they lo?e os yet? 

Both the warrior think of his brother Stere^ 

And the father of his child 7 
Aad the chief, oLthose that were wont to share 

Hi^wandeWi^ through the wild ? 

We can them fiir through the silent night. 

And they speak not from cave or hill 2 
We know, thou bird I that their land is bright, 

Bot say, do they lore theve stiU? 



* Ao ezpedkioD wss aetualiy nodsrtakso by Joaa Fonee de Leoo, in 
the t6th centary, with a vi«w of discoT^rief a woaderfol fountaio, be- 
liered by the natives of Puerto Rico to spring io one of the Lueayo 
blei, and to poatess the virtae of roaroring jouth to aB \?ho bathed in 
its walsn.H9ed kobert8on*s History tff America. 
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THE STRANGER IN LOUISIANA. 



An early traveller mentioos a people on the banks of the Mifis'usippi 
who Irorst into teare at the sisht of a stranger. l%e reason <^ this is, 
that they fancy their deceased friends ami relations to be only ffone oa 
a journey, and being in constant expectation of their return, Io<A for 
them vainly among these foreign travellers. 

PiearVa Ceremonies aaU Religieus Cuetems, 

*'J*ai paBs6 moi-m^me,*" says Chateaubriand in his Souvuiiin 
d* Am^rique, " chez une peuplade indienne qui se prenait 4 pleorer 4 
la vne d'un voyageur, parce qui'il lui rappelait des amis paitu poor la 
Contrde des Ames, et depuis long-tems en voyage*^^ 



We saw thee, O straDger, antf Wept ! 
We look'd for the youth of the sunny glance, 
Whose step was the fleetest in chase or dance ! 
The light of his eye was a joy to see, 
The path of his arrows a storm to flee ! 
But there came a voice from a distant shore ; 
He was cali'd — he is found 'midst his tribe no more ! 
He is not in his place when the nig^t-fires biuni^'*^^ 
But we look for him still— he willyet return ! 
— ^His brother sat with a drooping brow 
In the gloom of the shadowing cyprei 
We roused him — ^we bade him no ion,^ 
For we heard a step — ^but the step was tlune.' 

We saw thee, O Stranger, and wept \ 
We look'd for the maid of the monmlul song, 
Mournful, though sweet — she hath left as long ! 
We told her the youth of her lore was gone, 
And she went forth to seek him— ahe pass'd alone ; 
We hear not her voice when the woo£ are still, 
From' the bower where it sang like a tilTery rill. 
The joy of her sire with her smile hath flea, 
The wmter is white on his lonely head, 
He hath none by his side when the wilds we track, 
He hath none when we rest— yet she comes not back ! 
We look'd for her eye on the feast to shine, 
For her breezy step— but the step was tHne ! 
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We taw tiicc, O ttnagsr, and wept f 
We look's for the chief who hath left the ipear 
And the bow of hit battles forgotten here ! 
We look'd for the hunter, whose bride't lament 
On the wind of the forest at eve is sent : 
We look'd for the first-bom, whose mother's cry 
Sounds wild and shrill throogfa the midnight sky ! 
—Where are they ?— thoo 'rt seeking some distant eowk-^ 
Oh. ask of them, stranger !^send back the lost ! 
Tell them we monm by the dark Uue streams, 
TeU them oar lives but of them are dreanks ! 
Tell how we sat in the gloom to pine, 
And to watch for a atep— but the step was thiae I 



THE ISLB. OF FOirif TS. 

AN INDIAN TBAOITION. 

**Tbe Bker St Mar? has its sourefifroib s tsst lake or ma^» 
which lies botwcen FItnt and Quknivlewi rivera^ and tKx^^iet d fpaec 
«f near tbriv ImiiircrJ miiea \n cirdai<L Thja vmtt acauomlmtkin t>f 
wateis, in tbe wet Bsaflaa^ eip^tra kn a lake, npd eon Lai oi sottip Large 
Islands or kni>ll5 i*t' ricli hi^likand ; aop of 9fh\cb tho prErpoDt ^[itera- 
tion of the (Tri^hisk IndtJins roiprOife^iiL to be a mQst blrsiful ipotaf ijarth i 
they iay it is inht^bited bj » p^caJiur raea of Indniof. vthoas womva 
are incompaTabJ; beBUtifitl Tb^^ also Loll fou Umt tiiu 'frroHtrial 
paradise buB b&an «yoD by iprae o thoir enierpriainir huoturi. wlieti ia 
parsttit of i*aFnF»; but (hdt in Lbqir endeavoqra to appfanc^i it, Oiev 
. vrere involvoJ in ijflrpmuiv! labyrlaihu. mniy tika DnrhJ^nLneJ land^ itiU 
as they imof Idp^I ibey hn^d jiiEt ^luriml it, it leem^ lo fly bofora LheiDf 
alternately anF^Gtiriri^ and (Uiappsarin^ Tbf^jr reBQJvedf at {oiwrh^ to 
leave the dptu?ins rmrpuitt umi ld rHurti, whlch^ oftar a nuEnW of 
difficulties, tbr>y uffected When they r^poTtod thoir advanturoi io 
their country inea^ th& you ^ wanion woro indaott^ wiih an tfreeistible 
desire, to invade, and make a conquest of, so charming a country ; hot 
all their attempts h»ve hitherto proved abortive, never having been 
able ag lin to And that enchanting spot.'* 

Bartrmm*8 TraveU through M&rtk and SouA CaroHna, ire The 
additional ciroamstances in toe Isle of Founts are merely imaginaty^ 

SOK of the stranger ! wooldtt thoo take 

O'er yon bloe hills thy lonely way. 
To reaeh the still and shining lake 

^4ioag whose banks the west winds play ? 
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—Let no vain -dreams thy heart begmle, 
Oh ! Btek tiioa not the Fountain-Isle ! 



domain: 



Lull but the mighty serpent king,* 

'Midst the gray rocks, his olddoiL_ 
Ward but the cougar's deadly spring, 
—Thy step that lake's spreen shore may gam ; 
And the bright Isle, when all is pass'd 
Shall vainly meet thine eye at last ! 

Yes ! there, with all its rainbow streams, 

Clear as within thine arrow's flight. 
The Isle of FounU, the Isle of ^reams, 
Floats on tiie wave in golden light ; 
And lovely will the shadows be 
Of groves whose fruit is not for thee ! 

And breathings from their sunny flowers, 

Which are not of the thin^ that die, 
And singing voices from their bowers 
Shall greet thee in the purple skr ; 
Soft voices, e'en like those 4hat dweU 
Far in Uie greeii re^'s hollow cell. 

Or hast thou heard the sounds that rise 

From the deep chambers of the earth? 
The wild and wondrous melodies 
To which the ancient rocks gave birth 7 1 
Like that sweet song of hidden caves 
Shall swell those wood-notes o'er the waves. 

The emeraM waves !— they take their hue 

And iniage from that sunbn^ht shore ; 
But wouldst thou launch thy fight canoe, 
And wouldst thou ply thy rapid oar. 
Before thee, hadst thou morning's speed, 
The dreamy land shouldst still recede I 



» The Cherokees believe that the recesses of their mountauis, over- 
grown with lofty pine* and cedars, and covered with old mossy rocta, 
are inhabited by the kings or chiefeof the ratUesnakes, whom they 
denominate the ♦' bright old inhabitants/' They represent them as 
snakes of an enormous size, and which possess the power of oiawinf 
to them every living creature that comes within the reach of theu eye*. 
Their head* are said to be crowned with a carbuncle, of dacziing 
brightne*s.--SeeNote*toZ<^rfe«'««Sc«iw<>/A|IJi«cw 

r The stone* on the banks of tlie Oronoco, called by the oovm. 
American miwionaries Laxa$ de Mnsiea, and alluded to m a former 
note. 
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Yet on the breeze thou still wouldst hear 

The music of its flowering shades, 
And ever should the sound be near 
Of founts that ripple through its glades : 
The sound, and si^ht, and flashing ray 
Of joyous waters m their play ! 

But wo for him who sees them burst 

With their brig:ht spray- showers to the lake ; 
Earth has no spring to quench tfie thirst 
That semblance m his soul shall wake, 
For eyer pouring through his dreams, 
The gush of those untasted streams ! 

Brieht, bright in many a rocky urn, 

llie waters of our deserts lie. 
Yet at their source his lip shall burn, 
Parch'd with the fevers agony !' 
From the blue mountains to the main, 
Our thousand floods may roll in vain. 

E'en thus our hunters came of yore 

Back from their long and weary quest ; 
— ^Had they not seen th' untrodden snore. 
And comd they 'midst our wilds find rest ? 
The liffhtning of their glance was fled. 
They dwelt among us as the dead ! 

They lay beside our glittering rills. 

With visions in their darkened eye, 
Their joy was not amidst the hills. 
Where elk and deer before us fly ; 
Their spears upon the cedar hune, 
Their javelins to the wind were flung. 

They bent no more the forest-bow, 

They arm'd not with the warrior-band, 
The moons waned o'er them dim and slow — 
—They left us for the spirit's land ! 
Beneath our pines yon greensward heap 
Shows where the restless found their sleep. 

Son of the stranger ! if at eve 

Silence be 'midst us in thy place. 

Yet go not where the mighty leave 

The strength of battle and of chase ! 

Let no vain dreams thy heart beguile, 

Oh ! seek thou not the Fountain-Iele ! 
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THE BENDED BOW* 



It ii soppoMd Oftt war wm anciently proclaimed n» Bntwr Uysftnd- 
iDff mesiencert in diffBrenldifectioiw AtoaA tbe land, each beariof a 
»eiidM( 6010 ; and that peaee was in Kk» nienner annemoed hy a bow 
unftruttg, and theiefore at^aight , ^ ^ . - ,• -^-^ 



The&b was heard the lomid of a conuu ^ 
There was sent throneh Britain a bendea Bo^Tf 
And a voice was poard on tbe free winds £m^ 
As the land rose ap at the sound of war* 

" Heard ye not the battle-horn ? 
—Reaper ! leave thy golden com ! 
Leava it for the birds of heaven, 
Swords must flash, and spears be riven t 
Leave it for the winds to shed- 
Arm ! ere BriUm^s turf grow red!'' 

And the reaper arm'd, like a freeman's sob, 
And the bended Bow and the vo&e pass'd 09. 

<< Hunter ! leave the motmtain-chase ! 
Take the falchion from its phicef 
Let the wolf go free to-day, 
Leave him for a nobler prey I 
Let the deer ungall'd sweep by^-— 
Arm thee! Britain's foes are mgb." 

And the Iranter armM ere the chase was done, 
And the bended Bow and the voice pass'd on. 

« Chieftain! quit the joyous feast ! 
Stay not till the so^ hath ceased : 
Though the mead be foaming bright, 
Though the fires give ruddy light. 
Leave the hearth uud leave the hall^- 
Armthee! Britain's foes must fall." 

And the chieftain arm'd, and the horn was blovrn- 
Attd the bended Bow and the voice pass'd an. 
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<( Prinee ! thy father's deeds are told. 
In the boww a»d in ^ hoid ! 
Where the goatherds laj is 8iai|^^ 
Where the Aiinstcel's hwp is sdifnge 
—Foes are on thy natrfe tea~ 
Qvre our bards a tale of thee !** 

And the prince came arm'd, like a leer's aoi^ 
And the bended Bow aii^ the Foice pms^d pn. 

« Mother ! stay thoo not thy boj ! 
He most learn the battle's joy. 
Sister ! bring the sword and spear, 
Giye thy brother words of cheer ! 
y Maiden! bid thy lover part, 

Britain calls the strong in heart !" 

And the bended Bow and the ▼£if9^ pa^s'd Qp^ 
And the bards oMeiQitt toi a&ititlis won* 



HE NETER SBIILED AGAIN,* 

It is recorded of Hennr the First, that after the death of his bod, 
Prioce William, who perished in a shipwreck off the coast of Nor- 
mandy, be was never seen to smile. 

The baric that held a pnnoe went down, 

The sweeping waves roll'd on ; 
And what was England's glorious crown 

To him that wept a son 1 
He lived— for lilie may lon^ be bona 

Bre sorrow break its chain ; — 
Why comes not death to those who moom ? 

—He never smiled again ! 

There stood prood forms annmd his ^l^rone. 

The stately and the brave, 
Bat which eonld 611 the place of one. 

That one beneath the ware 7 



' Originally published in the Literary Gasstte. 

22 
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Before him pass'd the yooi^ «Bd fair, 

In pieasure's reckleis tram, 
But Mas dash'd o*er hmson'e bright hair-^ 

--He nerer sn^d again ! 

He aat where feital bowla went round ; 

He heard the minstrel sing, 
He saw the tourney's vietor crown'd, 

Amidst the knightlT ring : 
A murmur of the restless deep 

Was bknt with every stram, 
A Toice of winds that would not sleep— 

—He never smiled again ! 

Hearts, in that time, closed o'er the trace 

Of TOWS onee fond^ ponr'd, 
And strangers took tfai kinsman's place 

At many a joyous beard ; 
Graves, which true love had bathed with tears, 

Were left to Heaven's bright rain, 
ITiesh hopes were bom for other years— 

—He never smiled again ! 



CCEUIUDE-IiIOlir AT THE BI£R OF iUS 
FATHER. 

The body of Henry the Second lay in state in the abbe^ ehareh of 
Fonteviaud, where it wan viiited by Richard Cceur-de-Lion^ who, on 
beholding it, was itruek with horror and remorse, and Intlorly re- 
proached himself for that rebeliioua conduct which had been the 
means of biiogiog his father to an untimely grave. 

Torches were blazing clear, . 

Hymns pealing deep and slow, 
' Where a king lay stately on his bier, ^a 

In the church of Fontevraud. ^ 

Banners of battle o'er hlih hung, ^ '*4ig', . 

And warriors slept beneath, 
And light, as Noon's broad iMt, was flunr 

On tbeiettled face of death. 
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On the settled face of death 

A strong and niddj glare. 
Though diinm'd at times by the censer's breath, 

Tet it fell still brightest there : 
As if each deeply-fnrrow'd trace 

Of earthly years to show,— 
— ^Alas ! that sceptred mcMrtal^s race 

Had sorely closed in wo ! 

The marble floor was swept 

Bt many a long dark stme. 
As the kneeling priesto roond him that slept, 

Sai^ mass for the parted sonl ; 
And solemn were the strains they poarM 

Through the stiUness of the night, 
With the cross abore, and the crown and sword^ 

And the silent king in sight. 

There was heard a heavy dang, 

As of steel-girt men the tread. 
And the tombs and the hollow paTcment rang 

With a somiding thrill of dread ; 
And the holy chant was hnsh'd awhile, 

As, by the torch's flame, 
A gleam of arms, op the sweeping aisle, ^ 

With a mail-clad leader eame. 

He came with hanghty look, 

An eagle-elance ami clear. 
But his proud heart thiongh its breast-plate shook, 

When he stood beside the bier ! 
He stood there still with a drooping brow, 

And clasp'd haads o'er it raised ; — 
For his father lay before him low. 

It was Cosnr-de-Lion gazed ! 

Aad silently he strore 

With the workings of his breast, 
—But there 's more in late repentant lore 

Than steel may keep suppressM ! 
And histears bnJEe forth, at last, like rain— 

'—Men held their breatn in awe, 
For his (ace was seen-by his warrior-traiiiy 

And he reck'd not that they saw. 

m kwk'd npon the lead. 
And sorrow seem'd to lie 



ue. 
A weight of sttBOw. eT*n like lead, 
Pale OB 6ie IMt-shiit eye. 



d by Google 



i6t uttB 6f KA#r tAJiros. 

He stoopM— and kht*d the €c6teii didek. 



And the heavr hand of day, 
Gare hia tool's pasaiOn way. 

« Oh, father! isHraici, 

This late reiMYie arid deep 7 
Speak to me, father! oftee agAitt^, 

I weep— behold, I weep ! 
Aim I my gnilty pricle abd ig^ t 

Were.but thit wotk nadtrnt^ 
I would gift Enfflaiid's <:row% mf like t 

To hear thee bWM thy son. 

<* Speak to me ! iftiglit j nritf 

Bi« okyw the duel batb sUrr'dl 
Hear me, but hear me !— fathet^ ckfief^ 

My king ! I mu$t be heard ! 
—Hush'd, huKh'd— how i«' it iliiC f tUB, 

And that thou aiMPWfre^t not ? 
Wlitt wte it thw t-^wo. wd Ibridl 

The loye taf 60til foi)^'! 

"Thy silver hain I aedU 

So Bti% st^sadly brighU 
And father, faiherl bm hrtta^ 

They had not been so white ! 
Ibore thee down^ 1H|»l»lieaHf M 1M, 

No longer couldst thou Strite* f-^ 
Oh r ^'oiie itftfbeAt of the pas^ 

To kneel and s«y-^ F&tgk^ !» 

(« Thou weH the ndMd^ Mflg^ 

On royal thromf e'ef seeil ; 
And thou didst wbar, in kariKMly rii%. 

Of all, the stateliest mien : 
And thou didst proye, #1iei;^ tpeitti iM Wt4tH 

In war, the birat^st l^eNM-^ 
—Oh ! ever the refioM^d Md loted 

Thou wert-'^and tfUH thO^ iH I 

« Thou that my beylMMlV gnido • 

Didst take fond joy to be !— 
The times I *ve sported M thy sidtf , 

And Qtimb'd thy parent-knee ! 
And th^e before the lAmti idtftee, 

My sire! I see the(» Hi,.^ 
How will that «ad still <^tte-of Mk 

Lo<^onmctill|dicr!*> 
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TH£ VASBAJL^ I.AMEKT FOR THE 
FALLEN TREE. 

'* Here (u Arereton in Cheshire) it one thing incredibly etnnge, tet 
attested, as I mjself hare beard, by many persons, and eonmonly be- 
lieved. Before any heir of this family dies, there are seen, in a lake 
adjoininf , the bodies of trees swimming on the water for seTeral daysi* ' 
.,j Camien^a Britmmia. 

Tcs! IhtveMCBtlieaBeiciitoak 

On the dnk deM> water cact, 
And it WW notfelPd bj the woodaan^i stroke 
Or the nisb ef the iweepiiig blatt ; 
For the axe might iieTer toueh that tree, 
Aad the air was still as a summer-sea. 

I sawit fan, as ftUs a chief 
JE^ an arrow in the fight, 
And tiieoM woods shook, to their loftiest leaf 
At the crashing of its might ! 
And the startled deer to their corerts drew, 
And the spray of the lake as a foimtain's flew ! 

rUsfidl^n! hat think then not I weep 

For the forest's pride e'erthmrn ; 
' An old man's tears lie far too Ato, 

To be pour'd for this aikte !^ 
Bat by that sign too well I know. 
That a y enthral head must soon he low ! 

A youthfiil head, with Hs Aining hair, 

And its bright quick-jQashing ^e— 
—Well may 1 weep ! for the boy is fair. 
Too fair a thing to die ! 
But on hb brow the mark is sel-« 
' Oh ! could my life redeem him yet ! 

He bounded by me as I gazed 

Alone on the fatal sign, 
An^ it seem'd like sunshine when he raised 
His joyous glance to mine ! 
With a stag's fleet step he bounded by, 
So full of fife-4mt he must die ! 
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Hemiift,liemiiBt! in that deep ddl, 

By that dark water's tide, 
*Ti8 Imown that ne'er a proud tree fell, 
Bnt an heir of hie fathers died. 
And he— there 's laughter in his e je, 
Joy in his roiee— yet he most die ! 
Vw bone fafan in these aims, thai IRnr 

Are nenrelen and WMtrnnr ; 
And must f see, on that fair orow, 
The dost untimely flnng ? 
1 iftiist !— ydn zf^tA oak, Braneh atid cSMMt, 
lies floating on the dark Uke's breast ! 

The noMe boy !— iMwr pw««y iptwig 
The falcon from his hand ! 
It seem'd Uke youth to see kirn yonng; 
A flower in hb£idifer's land t , 
Bat the hoar of the kwU and the divtre li nigh, 
IW die tsee kalh ftOl'n, atid the fiower iMlt die. 
Say Mt tls vtilit^ Mti the^) M>llkd 

kft wam'd by a ttttDot'sli^ 
Or a pite blvd miilg mIU thetii hMiie^ 
Or a voice on the winds by wffa^ i 
And they mast go f— «and he toe, he-^ 
*^Wo fwthei&of theglMiMisTroef 



It is a popular belief ih tiie OAftttwaia, thttt tlM i^assiny of the Wild 
Huntsman annouoees-tliA #pr«adi of ara*. , He if supposed to israe 
with bl8 train from the rutn^ casthi of Rodenateia, and Hr»7«5,J*; 
air to the opposite oastle of SchaellertB. » M confideoWfMSWtedtbat 
thsMaad of his pbantotn borsS^and hoahds Was heirdby the Doke 
of Baden before the commencemettt ef tbte last war ih Geimany. 

.* 

Tht r«t was deep at thef hnnberer's boor 

If thou didst not hear the bla$t 
Of the savage horn, from the moontAil|-toWer> 

As the Wfld Niifttt-l^Fantstnaii pais'd. 
And the roar of the stormy ehase i»^til ^, 

Through the mt nn^et 9ky > 
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Tbe stag sprang up from hif waomj bed 
When he eeoght the piercing toondg. 

And the oak-booghs crash'd to hit antler'd bead 
Afl he flew from the viewlete honndi ; 

And the falcon soared froaa her crasgj height, 
Away through the rutbing night ! 

Thabatterlboflfc Ag ita lAciMt hol^ 

And the pine in its deaert-place, 
Aa the cloud and tempest onward roll'd 

With the din of the trampling race ; 
And the glens were fill'd with the iaa^ and ahAtt^ 

And the bogle, riogiAg ont I 

f^m the chieftain's hand the i f ln e- eup Ml, 

At the castle's festire board, 
And a saddenJ»aiise came o^er Oe awell * 

Of the hari%triaaq^4)bevd9 
And the MInnAnger's* thnViBg % 

In the haU di^fmt ftwi^. 
The convent's <Bktednte mtm itay^ 

And the hermfl^ronp'd his beads. 
And a trembling Vn thrnogh the forest-shade, 

At the neigh oAthe phamom steeds, 
And the chnrch-lells peal'd to the rocidagbl«$t 

As the Wild Night- Uqntsman pasa'd. 



f^ 



The storm hath 

There is st " 
But the mother 

With a tronaled 
And the maiden's 

'Midst the gleaml 

The Rhine flowa 

Most hear a tc 
And a clash of spears 

And a trompet firom ^ar , 
And the brare on a bloody torf most lie, 

For the Hnntsman hath gone by ! 



pt with the chaie away, 
n the sky, 
on her son to-day, 
t and .eye, 

hath a shade of eara 
her golden hair ! 

hot its waves eve 1obi 



rhiUs 



amonff. 



* Wmn9iingni love-singer ; the waildeTiDg minstreb of Germany 
vere so called in the middle ages. 
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BRAlfDJBNBITRGH HARVEST-JSOlfG.^ 

FROM THE GERMAN OF LA MOTTB FOVftTTE* 

The eon, in golden ligM, 

Wares o'er the plain ; 
The nekle's gleam is bright ; 

iFaU fwellt the grain. 

Now tend we hr around 

Oorhanreetlaj! 
--Alas! a heavier sound 

Comes o'er the diqr! * 
OneTer]^breezeakttdl ^ 

The hamlets pour,— 
-r-We know Its cause too well^ 

She is no more ! 
Earth shrouds with burial sod 

fier soft eye's Mue, — 
— Kow o'er the gifts of Qod 

FaU tears like dew! 



' For tbe yHiit of tbe duetn of Prmsia^ deoXh. 

• 1 



* 
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THE SHADE OF THESEVIT. 

AMCUMV aSEXK TBA»1TI0«: 

■Know ye not when our dead 

^m sleep to battle spmng t 
—When the Persian chaigers tread 

On their coyering greewward rung t 
When the tromplinfc march of foci 
^Had cmsh'd our vines and flowen^ 
When jeweU'd crests arose 

Through the holy ImnUhowwa, 

When banners caught the breeze, 
When hehns in sunlight shonck 
When maits w«re on ac ieas^ 
iladq|»earB on MataOtoft. 
There was on^ a leader orown^d^ 

And armM for Greeoe that day; 
But the falchions made no sonna 

Ob hja glMihhig wai<-anray. 
Jh the battle's front he stood, 

With his un and shadowy crtit i 
But the arrowi dj«w no blood 
Though their path wai through hit htma^ 
When bann«» eavght the bree«e, 
Whoi helms in sonlif^t shone, 
When nuMts were on the aeas, 
And spears on Maratiion. 

His iword was se^n to flash 

Where the boldest dSeedt weM doH» ; 
But It smtftte without a clash ; 

The stnike^was heard by nonet 
His voice was not of those 

That swell'd the roUtaur Mast, 
And his steps iell hnsb>d fike snowi-^ 

'Twas the Shade ol Thasras pas^d! 

When banefi o«u|he Oa brtese, 
When heteM in suitlifh* t^oao, 

When masts w«re on w^ seaa, 
And spears on Maranbn. -^^^ . 

Digitized by V_ivW^»JlC 



26^ LAYS OP HANY IiANQa. 

Far gvretpmf; through the foe. 

With a fiery charge he bore ; 
Apd the Me^ left manj a brow 

On the sounding ocean-thore. 
And the foaming waves grew red, 

And the tails were crowded fast, 
Wh^n the sons of Asia fled. 

As the Shade of Theseus pas8*d ! 

When banners canght the breeze, 
When helms in sunlight shone,^ 

When masts were on the seas, 
And spears on Marathon. 



ANCIENT OR££K SONG OF EXILE. 

Wbbrb is the samner, with her golden smi 7 
—That festal glory halh not pass'd from earth : 

For me alone the laoghinn day is done ! 
Where is the summer with her voice of mirth ? 
—Far in my own bright land ! 

Where are the Fauns, whose flute-notes fakfeathe and die 
On the men bills ?— the fonnts, from mrry careff' 

Tlu^Dugh Uie wild places bearing melody f 
The reeds, low whispering o'er the lirer wareiL? 
—Far in my own bright land! < >'^^\ 

Where are the tem^es, thmni^ the dim WM^^hining, 

The virgin-dances, and the choral strai«i# 
Where the sweet sisters of my youth, cnl^iiir 

The Spring's first roses for their ^IviBiMes ? 
— ^ar m my own bright land ! \^( 
Where are the vineyards, with their joWns thronei^ 

The red erapes pressimif when the foifiage fades? 
The Ivres, tne wreaths, the lovely D^imn songs. 

And the pine forests, and the cdive^iades ? 
—Far in my own bri^t land V 
Where &e deep h^nnted grots,' the laurel bowers. 

The Dryad's footsteps, and the minstrel's dreams? 
— 4)h I that my Kfe were as a southern flower's.! 

J mi^ not languish then by these chill streams* 
- ,#^1^ from my own brigftat hdid ? 
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OBBEK FirXERAL CUANt OR JSYRIO- 
LOGUE. 

** Les Chuta Fitnebres par leaqnels on c^ore en Chnsee Ik 
mofft de sea proehet, prennent le nom partioditr d« MyriokH 
|ia, comme qni dimt, Ditcoun de laosestalioii^ compuintes. 
Un makMle Tient-ii de rendre le denier sonpir, m feaoie, ta 
mere, fee fiUeeySeiianrs, ceUes-emmmot, de sei Dins prodiCK 
parentet qui sont la^ lui ferment lea jeaof. et la boodie, en ^pan- 
ebant librement, chacone selon ton naturel et ta mesure de 
tendretse pour le d^font, la doalenr qn'elle rement de sa petfte. 
Ce premier devoir rempli, ellet se retirent tontea ehes une de 
ltvaB9 pare&tea on da lean amies. La alias ehangent de T^ta- 
meiii, sliabiUent de blane, eomme pour la e^r^moaie nnptiale, 
Bwec oette difference, qa'eliesgardent la t^te nne, les ensTeux 
<pars et pendants. Ces apprSs terminus, lea parentes rerien* 
sent dans leur parmre de deoil ; toates se rangent en circle 
aatoar da mort^ et leur douleor s'exhale de noufeao, et, comtte 
la premiere fois, sans re|le et sans contrainte. A ces plaintes 
spontan6€« suceedent bientot des lamentations d'une antra 
eap4ce : ce aont les Myriologtw, Ordinail«ment e^est la plus 
preche parente qui prononce le sien la premiere ; apres elle 
MS antres parentes, les amies, les simples voisinea. uba My- 
riologoea aopt toojours composes et chant^a par lea femmes^ 
Us sont toojoors impro?is6s, toojoars en vers, et toiyonrs chatt-" 
tte snr on air qui cufltere d'un lien a on autre, mau qui, dans 
un lien donnS, reste in?ariablement consacre 4 ce genre de 
poSae." 
* Clumt9 Papulmrmdi la Qriee Modeme, par C* JPmi^ 



A WAih was heard around the bed, the death-bed of the young. 
Amidst her tears the Funeral Chant a mournful mother sung. 
•-*** lanlhis ! dost thou sleep ?— Thoo sleep'st l^but this is net 

therest. 
The breathing and the rosy calm, I Jiave pillow'd on my btiast f 
I lolM thee not to IA»s repose, lanthis ! my sweet son i 
As in thy glowing childhood's time by twilight I have done I 
—How IS It that I bear tostahd and Uk^ upon thee now? 
And ttiat I die not, tt^og death on tby pale gloritms brow 7 
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« I look upon thee, thou thtt wertof all moft fair and brtTe ! 
I see thee wearing ftill too omch of beao^ for the graTe! 
Though moornliilly thy imile is fixM, and heavily thine eye 
Hath shot above the laieon-glance that in it loyed to lie ! 
hvA fait is bound the apringing step, that seem'd on breezei 

borne, ' 

When to thy couch I came an4 said,— 'Wake, hunter, wake ! 

'tis mom !' 
Tet art thou lovely still, my flower ! untouched by slow decay, 
-»^AndI, the wither'd stem, remfin— 1 woqld thit gnef night 

•lay! 

«0h! ever when I met thy leek, I knew that Um would be! 
I knew toe well that length of-dayv was not a gift forihee I 
X saw it in thy kin<U^ dMek, and in thy bearmg high ;*- 
A Teiee mom whispeimg to my seid, and told me wm maift 

diet 
That «ho» must die, my fearlees enet where swords weie 

•Jmbingrid. 
—Why do^hensotherlive t» say— my first4>eni and my /dead? 
They t«H me of thy yontiiful fome, tlMy talk of vietory wen — 
— (SlpeaklMi,nndlwyiheart my child, ianthis ! my sweet 

SOBl'^ 

A wait was heard aroopd the bed* the deathbed of the younc, 
h, fair-'hairM bride w Funeral Chant amidst Her weepmg 

sunsf. 
— <<Ianthii! look'st tho^noton «m?— Can love indeed b? 

fled? 
When was it wo before to gaz^ upon thy stately head ? 
I would that I had fbllow'd thee, lanthis, my beloved ! 
And stood as womap oft hath sjtood where nuthftd hearts aye 

proved t 
That I liad b6qnd a breastplate on^ and battled nt thy ai^e— 
—ft would have been a blessed thing together had we died ! 

<< Bitf where wm I wfaea then didst aU hen^ath the fidaL 

sword? 
Was I beside the sparkling fount, or at the peaceful board ? 
^_.__. , .« . *B shadow of the vine, 

he holy shrine? 
Ble-drppe from ti^ 

Fast g^iung like a moitttitf.spr]ng!--ettd oouldst then tbo 

cUftart? 
OiAMraiou depart, nor on mylips pour out thyfleetlw 

breath? 
-^O^f I was with thee but ja joy, that should have been io 

death! ^ 
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was I oesKie tbe sparkling fidunt. or at tne ] 
Or singing some sweet song of old, in the sha 
Or praying to the saiiits for thee, before the I 
Ana then wert lying low Uie whfle, the VSk 
heart ■*.-• 
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<< Yet ! I was with thee when the dance through mazy rings 

was led, 
And when the lyre and Toice were toned, and when the feast 

was spread; 
But not where noble blood flowed forth, where soonding 

javelins flew — 
— Why did I hear love's first sweet words, and not its last 

adieu? 
What now can breathe of gladness more, what scene, wh^t 

hoar, what tone ? 
The blue skies fade with all theur lights, they fade, since 

thou art gone ! 
Ey'n that must leave me, that still face, by all my tears un- 
moved — 
—Take me from this dark world with thee, lanthis! my 

beloved !" 

A wail was heard around the bed, the death-bed of the 

young, ^ 

Amidst her tears the Funeral Chant a mournful sister sung. 
** lanthis ! brother of my soul !— oh ! where are now the days 
That laughM among the deep green hills, on all our infant 

plays? 
When we two sported by the streams, or tracked them to 

their source, 
And like a stag's, the rocks along, was thy fleet fearless 

coarse! 
^I see the pines there waving yet, I see the rills descend, 
I see thy bounding step no more — my brather and my iiiend ! 

" I come with flowers— for spring is come !— lanthis ! art 

thou hfra ? 
I bring the garlands she hath brought, I cast them on thy 

bier! 
Thou shooldst be crown'd with vict<»y's crown— but oh ! 

more meet they seem. 
The first faint violeU of the wood, and lilies of the stream ! 
More meet for one so fondly loved, and laid thus early low-^ 
—-Alas ! how sadly sleeps thy faceMaidst the sunshine's 2^w : 
The golden glow that tnrough thy heart was wont such joy to 



— Wo^ that it smiles, and not for thee !— my^ brotberand mj 
friend !" H^ .^ 

'^3 
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THE PARTING SONG, 

Tbii pi«ce wf4^a^od oa a Uleivlifted byFaarieMa bis << Cksmsow 
Fopvltaret de'la Orice Modeme,*^ and accoinpaiued by aome wkj 
iDtereitiag pvticulaa wappcting the extempore parting aoagi, or 
Bongt of expatriation, as he informs us they are ealied, in wMeh tlia 
modem Greeks are f^ccastomed to p^r forth their feeKnga on bi^di^g 
farewell to tbeir country and friends. 

A TOUTH went forth to exile, from a home 

Such as to early thought giyes images, 

The loncest treaaor'd and most ofi recaM'4, 

And bmhtest kept, of lore : — a mountain home, 

^mat, inth the mnsmar of ita rocking pmes 

And toBBdiBg waters, first in cbUdhoodfa heart 

Wakes the deep seaae of nature luto joy. 

And half ouconscieus prayer ;-'a Grecian home, 

With the transparence of^bhie skieii o'erhm^, 

And, through the dimness of its olive shades, 

€«tdring the flash of fountains, and the gl^eiMDa 

Of shining pillars from tfie fanes of old. 

And this was what he kfit I^Tet many leaipe 

Far moie :*-4he glistening eye, that fi^ from thar^ 

Call'd out the soul's bright smile ; the gentle hand. 

Which through ^ snnshme led forth infant steps 

To where the yiolets lay ; the tender voice 

Thrt earliest taught them what deep melody 

liives in affection's tones.— //« left not these. 

—Happy the weeper, ftat hot weeps to part 

With aU a mother's love !— A bitterer gnef 

Was his— To p/urt unloved /— o/ her unloved, 

That should have breathed upon his heorf , Iflke Bpring, 

Fosttring its young faint flowers 1 

Yet had he friends, 
And th|S went forth to cheer him on his way 
Un^H^BMUting spot — and she too went, 
^l«^iiMRfaer, tearfess for her youngest-born. 

The parting spot was reacb'd :«-.a lone deep gleo. 
Holy, perchance, of yore, for cave and fount 
W*»ri» ther^.. an<! .«'W^et-vo!c<»d echoes : ami nl^fve. 
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Tk« cikmc* of tke Mm, stW, upper H<at«b 

Hung round the crags of Piiidiu, where they wore 

Their drow&iBg sa^^wi.-^Upoft a roek he spniDg, 

The mbelOTed one, for hw home to gne ^ 

Tte««gh the wild Iftiorelf back ; but tken a light 

Broke on the stem proud sadness of his eye, « % 

A sudden Quivering light, and from his lips 

A birst of passionate isong. 

» Farewell, iareweU.' 
^' I hear thee, O thon rushing stream !— thou 'rffrom mj 

native dell. 
Thou 'rt bearing thence a mournful sound— a muraaur of fare- 

w»ur 

And fare thee well — flow on, my stream !— flow oti, thou 

bright and free! 
X do but dream that in thy roice one tone laments for kne : 
Bek I have been « thh% <i^ote<j^ kfm ehildhoed't UoTii^ 

years, 
Aai there Ibre tuM my soul W thee, lot thM hut kMivh afy 

tears ;^ 
The monntaini, and the cares, and thpi, my secret tears hare 

known: 
Tht woods can tell where he hath wept, that eter Wept alohe ! 

**^I i^e thee outt agaih, my homt \ thou 'rt thiert imidft thy 

Tines, * 

And dear upon thy gleaming roof l)ie li^ht of sunmiet shine». 
It is a joyous hour when ere comes whispering thrc)ug)li thy 

groves. 
The hour that brings the son from toi^ the hour the moth/er 

loves ! 
^The hour the mother loves !~for me beloved it hifh not 

been ; 
Yet 'ever in its purple smile, thou smil'st, a blessed scene ! 
Whose quiet beauty o'er my soul through distant years will 

come~- 
— ^Tet what but as the dead, to thee, shall I be then, my home ? 

" Not as the dead !— no, not the dead !— We speak of Mem— 

we keep 
Their names, like light that must not fade, within our bosoms 

deep ! ^^t* 

We hallow ev'n the lyre they touched, we love th^H^ they 

sung. 
We pass with softer step the place they fill'd our band amon«^ ! 
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But I depart like toond, like dew, like angbt that leates on 

earth 
No trace of sorrow or delicfat, bo memory of its birth ! 
I go ! — the echo of the rode a thoosand songs may swell 
ftWhen mint is a foreotten Yoice. — Woods, moontains, home, 
r* fareweU! 

<< Aild fareweU, mother ! — I hare borne in lonely silence Icmg, 
But now the current of my soul grows passionate and strong ! 
And I will speak ! though bat the wind that wanderv through 

the sl^, 
And bat the dark deep-rostiing pines and rolling streams 

Tea ! I wiU speak !— within my breast whate'er hath seem'd 

to be, 
Tbere lay a hidden foont of lore, that would haTe goah'd for 

thee! , 

Brightly it would have gushM, but thou, my mother ! thou 

hast thrown 
Back on the forests and the wilds what should hare been tbine 

own! 

1 Than fare thee well ! I leave thee not in loneliness to pine, 
Since thou hast sons of statelier mien and fairer brow than 



Forgive me that thou couldst not love !^t may be, that a 

tone 
Tet from my burning heart may pierce, through thine, iHien 

I am gone ! 
And thou perchance may'st weep for him on whom thou ne'er 

hast smiled, 
And'the grave give his birthright back to thy neglected child! 
Might but my spirit then return, and *midst its kindred dwell, 
And quench its thirst with love's free tears !— 'tis all a dream 

— foreweU!" 

« Farewell !"•— the echo died with that deep word. 
Yet died not so the late repentant pang 
By the strain quicken'd in the mother's breast ! 
There had pass'd many changes o'er her brow. 
And cheek, and eye ; but into one bright flood 
Of tears at last all meltml ; and she leU , 
On tbqal ^d bosom of her child, and cried 
« R^f^ return, my son !'' — ^the echo caught 
A Uf^mt sound than song, and woke again, ^ 
Mormurinff*-" Return, my son !" ' 



d by Google 



WLYS OF IIANY LANDS^ 209 



THE SUUOTE MOTHER. i^ 

It if related in a French Life of Ali Pacha, tbat.seyerar of the 
SuKote women^ on the advance of the Turkish troopa into their moun- 
tain fnitnenet, asaembled on a lofly summit, and, after chanting a 
wiUSionf, precipitated tkemsolTOi, with their childrto,.lilto the chaim 
below, to avoid becoming the slsvec of die e*em;' 

She stood upon the loftiest peak, 

Amidst the clear Mue sky^ 
A bitter smile was on iMtr cheek. 

And a darkilitsh In her eye. 

« Post thon see them, tioy ? — ^through the dusky pinea 
Dost thna see where the foeman's armour shines 7 
Hast th«n can^kt the gleam of. ike oon^pieror's crest f 
My babe, that I cradlra on my bticast ! 
Wouldst thou spring from tby m<Hfaer's arms with joy ? 

—That sight hath cost thee a lather, Hoy !^ 

For in the rocky strait beneath, 

lacy Sutiote, sire Mid son ; 
They had heap'd high the piles of death 

Before the pass was won. 

** Th«y have cross'd the torreAt, and on they cotM ! 
Wo for the mountain hearth and home ! 
There, where the hunter laid by his spear, , >- 
There, where the lyre' hath been sweet to near, * 
There, where 1 sang thee^ fair babe ! to sleep. 
Naught but the blood-stain our trace shall keep !" 

And ntw the horn's kxid blast was heard, 

And now the cymbal's clang, • 
Till eVn the upper air was stucr'd, 

As cliff and hollow rang. 

« Hark ! they bnag nniiic, my joyont chiU ! 
What saith the trumpet to Sali's wild ? 
Doth it light thiBe eye with so qaiek a Are, 
As if at a glance of thine armed sire? 
— Still !— be thon still !— there are brare oMn lon^ 
Tkon wouldst not smile couldst th^ see him ttow v* 
But nearer came the dash of steel, ^ 
And louder swell'd the horn, 'l"'^ 
And farther jat the tambom's peal 
Through Ae dark pass was borne. 
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^* Uear'st thon the sound of their sarage mirth? 
—Boy ! thou wert free when I gave thee birtli^ 
Free, and how cherish'd, my warrior's son ! 

rHe too hath bless'd thee, as I have done ! 
Ay, and unchain'd must his loved ones be— • 
Freedom, young Suliote ! for thee and me !" 

And from the arrowy peak she sj^hmg. 
And fast the fair child bore, 

A veil upon the wind was flung, 
A ciy— and all was o'er ! 



TH£ WAJELEWBJjJj TO THE DEAD. 



The following piece is founded on a beautiful part of the Greek 
funeral service, ui wtiich relatives and friends are invitsd to embrace 
the deceased (whose face is uncovered) and to bid their final adieu. 
See Cftrntum Researches in the Mediterramsan* 

—^— 'Tis hard to lay into the earth 
A countenance so benign ! a form that walked 
But yesterday so sute^ o*er the earth ! Wilssn, 

Comb near !— ere yet the dust 
Soil the bright paleness of the settled brow, 
Look on your brother, and embrace him now. 

In ftiU and solemn trust ! 
Come pear ! — once more let kindred li^ be pres3'd 
On his cold cheek ; then bear him to his rest! 

I'Ook yet on this yoong face ! 
What shall the beauty, from among us eone, 
jbeave of its image, ev'n where most it wone, 

Gladdening its hearth and race ? 
Vim givws the semblance on man^ heart impressed— 
Come near, and bear the beaotilnl to rest ! 

Ye weep, and it is well ! 
For tears b^t earth^s partings ! — Yesterday, 
Song was upna the lips of tUs pale clay. 

And stdMtae seemM to dwell 
Where'er Jdnoved— the weleoioe and the bless'd I 
— Hoif g«! and bear the silent unto rest I 



LAYS OP MANY LAJfDS. 27 1 

Look yet on him, whose eye 
Meets yours no more, in sadness or in mirth! 
Was he not fair amidst the sons of earth, 

The beings bom to die ? 
— ^Bnt 90t where death has power may love be bleis'd— < 
Come near ! and bear ye the beloyed to rest ! 

How may the mother's heart 
Dwell on her son, and dare to hope again ? 
The spring's rich promise hath been given in vain, 

The lovely must depart ! 
Is he not gone, our brightest and our best ? 
Come near ! and bear the early-cali'd to rest ! 

Look on him ! is he laid 
To slumber from the harvest or the chase ? 
—Too still and sad the sn^e upon his fikce, 

Tet that, ev'n that, must fade ! 
Death holds not long unchang'd his fairest guest, — 
Come near ! and bear the mortal to his rest ! 

Hii voice of nurth had ceased 
Amidst the vineyards ! there is left no place 
For him whose dust receiver your vain embrace, 

At the gav bridal feast ! 
£arth must take earth to moulder on her breast ; 
Come near! weepo'erhim! bear him to his rest! 

Tet mourn ye not as they 
Whose spirit's bghtis quench'd I— 'for him the past 
Is seal'd. He may not fall, he may not cast 

His birthright's hope away I 
All is not here of our beloved and bless'd — 
— ^Leave ye the sleeper with his God to reist ! 
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THE TREASURES OF THE 1>£EP. 

What hid'st thoo in ihj tnunf-emB and e«lli? 
Thou hoUow-BOondiBg and mysterioot main ! 
^Pale gliateninff pearls, and ndnbow-eoloar'd ihatlf^ 
BriKlit tilings which ffleam unreck'd-of, and in Tain I 
— ]&ep, keep thy rione«, melancholy sea ! 
We ask not sach (tom thee. 

Yet more, the depths have more !— what w«dtb untold, 
Far down, and shining tbroovli their ttiUnew Uetf! 
Thon hast the fltari|f gems, tnc hnrning goU, 
Won from ten thousand royal Argosies! 
•—Sweep o'er thy spoils, thoa wild and wratbfnl main f . 
Earth claims not these again. 

Yet more, the depths have more ! tlqr wnres hate rott'd 
Above the cities of a workl gone by i 
Sand hath fill'd tp the palaces of old. 
Sea-weed overgrown the halls of reTelrv, 
— ^Dash o'er them, ocean! in thy scomrai play ! 
Man yields them to decay. 

Yet more ! the billows and the depths haTe more ! 
High hearts and brave are gatber'a to thy breast I 
They hear not now the booming Waters roar, 
The battle-thonders will not break their rest. 
— ^Keep thy red gold and gems, thou stormy grave ! 
Give back the true and brave ! 

Give back the lost and lovely !— those for whom 
The place was kept at board and hearth so long. 
The prayer went jm through midnight's breathlew gloom. 
And the vain yeipiing woke 'midst festal song ! 
Hold fhst tlw buried isles, thy towers o'erthrown— 
But all is not thine own. 
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To tliee Um lore of woman hath cone down. 
Dark How thy tidet o'er manhood's noble head. 
O'er youth's hright locks, and beauty's flowery crowB, 
— ^Yet most thou hear a yoice — ^restore the dead ! 
Earth shall reclaim her precious things from thee ! 
—Restore the dead, thou sea ! 



BRING FLOWERS. 

BaiMO flowers, yonng flowers, for the festal board. 

To wreathe the cap ere the wine \i poor'd ; 

Bring flowers ! they are springing in wood and Tale, 

Their breath floats out on the southern gale, 

And the touch of the sunbeam hath waked the rose, 

To deck the hall where the bright wine flows. 

Bring flowers to strew in the conqueror's path — 
He hath shaken thrones with his stormy wrath ! 
He comes with the spoils of nations back, 
The Tines lie crush'd in his chariot's track. 
The turf looks red where he won the day- 
Bring flowen to die in the conqueror's way ! 

Bring flowers to the captive's lonely cell, 

They have tales of the joyous woods to tell ; 

01 the free blue streams, and the glowing sky. 

And the bright worlfl shut from his languid eye ; 

They wUl bear hftn a thought iff the sunny hours, 

And a dream of his youth— bring him flowers, wild flowers ! 

Bring flowers, fresh flowers, for the bride to wear ! 
They were bom to blush in her shining hair. 
She is leaving the home of her childhood's mirth, 
She hath bid farewell to her father's h«arth, 
Her place is now by another's side — 
Bring flOwera for the locks of the fair young brido ! 

Bring flowers, pale flowers, o'er the bier to sh^ 
A crown for the brow of the early dead ! 
For tfus through its leaves hath the white-rose burst, 
For this in the woods was the violet nursed. ^ 
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Thoatli titer niule in Y»Sit for whst once wiur ottrs, 
They are love^ last gift— bring ye flowers, pale Aoiren ! 

Bring flowen to tlie shrine tdiere wfe kneel in prtycr, 

They are natore't oflering, their plaee Id there ! 

They speak of hope to the fkinting heart, 

With a yoice of promise they come and part, 

Theysleepindustthroughthe wintry hours, 

They break forth in glory— bring flowers, bright flowers ! 



THE €RlTSAD£irft RBTfTlIN, 

»» 
t'Aks! the mother flist bnis ham. 
If abe bad be^n ia pi«teoee thaif^ 
In his wan cheeks tad gaDbarnt hair, 
She had nortuiQwa her child.'* 

Rest, pilgrim, resti— Hioa 'rt firom the Syrian Und, 
Thoa 'rt from the wild and wondrous east, I know 
By the long-withered pala-braneh hi iky Iwnd^ 
And by the darkness of th;^ smibomt brow. 
Alas ! the bright, the beavtifal, who ^art. 
So full of hope, fdr that fkr countrVsbiiiirna I 
Alas ! the weary and the changed M heart, 
And dimm'd in aspect, who like thee letim I ^ 

Thon 'rt faint— stay, rest thee from thy toBaat lattt, 

Through the high chesnuts lightly plays the breeze, 

The stars gleam oat, the Avt hnnr is pass'd. 

The sailor's hymn hath died alonsr the seas. 

Thou *rt faint and worn— hear'st thoa the foontainwelling 

By the gray pillars of yon minM shrine 7 

8eest thou the dewy grapesf before thee swelling ? 

—He that hath left me trianM that loaded tine ! 

He was a child when thns the bower he we^e^ 
(Oh ! hath a day fled since his childhood's time ?) 
That I might sit and hear the sohnd I lot e, 
Beneat^ its 8)iade«»the cbnTcat'a tesper-chime. 
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And sit thou diere !— for he wm geHtle erer ; 
With his glaii Toiee be wovHd have welcomed thee. 
And bron^t fre^ froits to oool thy porch'd lipe* fever— 
•—There in his plaee thou 'rt restin g — w here is he ? 

If I could hear that laughing voice again. 

Bat once again ! — ^how oft it wanders by, 

In the stillhours, like some remember'd strain, 

Troubling the heart with its wild melody ! 

»Thoa hast seen much, tired pilgrim ! hast thon seen 

In that far land, the chosen land of yore^ 

A youth— iby Guido — m.^ the fiery mien, 

And the dark eye of this JtaHan shore ? 

The dark, dear, lightning eye !— on Heaven and earth 
It smiled— as if man were t^t dust— it smiled ] 
The very air seem'd kindliitt with his mirth. 
And I— my heart grew youm before my child ! 
Afr blessed child [—I had bn-hnn— jret he 
FiiPd all my home ev^n with S^erflowing joy, 
Sweet laujghter, and wild soni^^ and footstep free— 
— ^Whereis he now ?— my pride, my flower, my boy ! 

His sunny diildhood melted from my sighL 

Like a spring dew-drop— thenrhis forehead wore 

A prouder look— his eye a keener Ugbt — 

—I knew these woods might 1# his wcoid no wort ! 

He loved me — but he left me/— thus they go j 

Whom we have rear'd, wam% bless'd, too much adored ! 

He heard the trumpet ojMNN red-cross blow. 

And bounded from me, wiUi his father's sword ! 

Thou weep'st^I tremble — thou hast seen the slain 
Pressing a bloody turf; the jroung and fair. 
With their pale l^eanty strewing oW the plain 
Where hosts have met— speak ! answer !— was he there ? 
Oh! hsth his smile departed 7— C<»uid the goiive 
Shut o'er those bursts of bright and tameless glee ? . 
—No ! I dialt yM behold hu dark locks wave- 
That look gives If o)ie— I knew it could not be ! 

♦ . ■» 

Still weep'st thou, wanderer ?— some fond mother's glance 
O'er thee too brooded in thine eari^ years — 
Think'st thou of her, whose gentle eye, perchance, 
Bathed all thy fMed hair with parting tears ? 
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Soeak, for thy tears disturb me !— what art thou ? 
Why dost thou hide thy fitoe, yet weeping on? 
Look up !— oh ! is it— that wan ehees and brow !- 
Is it^— alas ! yet joy !— my son, my son f 



THEKLA'S SONG; OR, THE VOICE OF A 
SPIRIT. 

FROM THB GBRHAN OF SCHILLER. 

This Song if said to have been conpoied br Sebiller in answer to 
tbo inqniries of his friends respecting the fato or 7%ekU^ whose beaati- 
fal character is withdrawn from the tragedy of** Wallenstein*s Death,** 
after her resolution to visit the grave of her lover is made knoMm.- 

"'TIS not merely 

The human being's pride that peoples space 
With Hie and mystical predominance : 
Since likewise for the stricken heart or love 
This visible nature, and Hiis common world. 
Are all too narrow.'* 

Coleridge^e Tranelation qf fVallensteinm 



Ask'st thoQ my home ?— my pathway wonldst tho« know. 
When from thine eye ray floatins shadow pass'd ? 
Was not my work rulfiird and closed below ? 
Had I not bved and loved ? — my lot was cast. 

Wouidst thou ask where the nightingale is gone, 
That melting into song her soul awinr, 
Give the spnn^-breeze what witch'd thee in its tone? 
—But while she loved, she lived, in that deep h^ ! 

Think'st thou my heart its lost one hath not found ? 
--Yes ! we are one, oh ! trust dm, we have met, 
mere-naught again may part what love hath bound, 
Where/alis no tear, and whispers no regret. 
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Tliere shalt thou find as, there with ut be hiiettf 
If as our love tky love is pure and true ! 
There dwells my father,* sinless and at rest, 
Where the fierce murderer maj no more porsoe* 
And well he feels, no error of the dost 
Drew to the stars of Heaven his mortal ken, 
There it is with us, ev'n as is our trust, 
He that believes, is near the holy then. 

There shall each feeling beantifhl and high^ 
Keep the sweet promise of its earthly day ; 
— Oh! fear thon not to dream with waking eye ! 
There lies deep meaning oft in childish play. 



THE R£YEI«LERS« 

Ring, joyous chords luring out again ! 
A swifter still, and a wilder strain 1 
They are here— the fair face and the careless heart? 
And stars shall wane ere the mirthful part. 
—-But I met a dimly mournful stance. 
In a sudden turn of^the flyins dance ; 
I heard the tone of heavy si^ 
In a ipaose of the thrilling melody ! 
And It is not well that wo should breathe 
On the bright spring-flowers of the festal wreath ! 
— Te that to thought or to grief belong, 
L^ave, leave the hall of song ! 

Ring, joyous chords !~but who art t!iou 
With the shadowy locks o'er thy pale young brow. 
And the world or dreamy gluom that lies 
In the misty depths of thy soft dark eyes ? 
— ^Thou hast loved, fair girl ! thou hast loved too well ! 
Thou art moummg now o'er a broken spell ; 
Thou hast ponr*d thy heart's rich treasures forth. 
And art unrepaid fi>r their priceless worth ! i 
Moam on f — yet come thou not here the while, 
It is bnt a pam to see thee smile ! 
There is not a tone in our songs for thee — 
— ^Home with thy sorrows flee ! 

* WaUeoBtoin. 
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Bine, joyoiif eboidt !— dug ovt agBiB ! 
-ISit what dost lAott witii th* Revel't tnw ? 
A nlveiy roiee through the foft ak floats, 
But thoa hast no pait m the gMtddeuag iiotot f 
There are bright Toang faces that pass thee bv, 
But they fix no glance of thy wanderingeye ! 
Away ! there *s a void in thy veamine breast, 
Thou weary man ! wilt thou here ftnof rest? 
Away ! for thy thoughts from the scene hare fled, 
And the loye of thy spirit is with the dead ! 
Thoa art but more lone 'midst the souada 9i mirths 
—Back to t^ sUent hearth ! 

Bing, joyous chords ! rins forth again ! 
A swiiter still, and a wilder strain ! 
~Bat thtmy though a reckless mien be thme, 
And thy cup be crown'd with the foaming wine, 
By the fitful bursts of thy laughter loud, 
By thine eye's quick flash through its troubled dood, 
I know thee !— it is but the wakeful fear 
Of a hannted bosom that brings thee here ! 
I know thee !— thou fearcst the solemn night, ^ 
With her piercing stars and her deep wind's nugnt • 
There 's a tone in her voice which thou fain wouidst ihuiiy 
For it asks what the secret soul hath done ! 
And thou— there's a dark weight on thine— away ! 
— Back to thy home and pray ! 

Bing, joyous chords !— ring out again ! 
A swifter still, and a wilder strain ! ^ . ^ „ 
And bring fresh wreaths !— we will banish aU 
Save the free in heart from our festive hall. 
On through the maze of the fleet dance, on ! 
—But where are the young and the lovely !— ffone I 
Where are the brows with the red rose crown d, 
And the floating forms with the bright zone bound / 
And the waving locks and the flying feet. 
That stiU should be where the mirthful meet s 
—They are gone— they are fled— they are parted all— 
—Alas ! the forsaken hall ! 



•J 
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THE CONQUEROR'S SLEEP. 

Sleep 'midst thy banners forlM ! 
Tei ! thdti art there, upon thy buckler lyui|f» 
With the soft wind onfelt around thee sighiDr, 
Thon diief of hosts, whose tnimpet shakes fke world ! 
Sleep while the babe sleeps on its mother's breast^ 
—On ! strong is night— for thou too art at rest ! 

StiSness hath smooth'd thy brow, 
And now mirht lore keep timid rigils by thee. 
Now might the foe with stealthy foot draw nign thee, 
Alike onconseious and defenceless thou ! 
Tread lightly, watchers !— now the field is woB« 
Break not the rest of nature's weary son ! 

Perchance some lorely dream 
Back from the stormy fisht thy soul is bearingi 
To the green places of thy boyish dmng, 
And all the wmdin||f8 of thy native stream ; 
—Why, this were joy ! — upon the tented plain. 
Dream on, thon Conqaeror !— be a child again ! 

Bat thon wilt wak« at morn, 
With thy strong passions to the conflict leaping, 
And thy dark troubled thoughts, all earth o'ersweepiag, 
—So wilt thou rise, oh ! thou or woman bom ! 
And put thy terrors on, till none may dare 
Look upon the»— the tired one, slumbering there ! 

Why. 80 the peasant sleeps 
Beneath his vme !— and man must kneel before theci 
And for his birthright vainly stiH implore thee ! 
Shalt thou be stayed because thy br«>ther weeps? 
—Wake ! and forget that 'midst a dreaming world, 
Thou hast lain thus, with all thy baUMri ftirl'd ! 

Forvet that thou, ev'n thou, 
Bast feebly shirer'd when the wind pass'd o*er thee. 
And sunk to rest upon the earth which bore thee, 
And felt the night-dew chill thy ferer'd biow J 
Wake with the trumpet, with the spear press on f 
— Tet shall the doit take home its mortal son. 
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OUR LADY'S WELL. 



Fount of the woods ! thon art bid no more, 
From HeaFen's clear eye, ai in time of yore! 
For the roof hath suck from thy mossT waUa, 
And the ami's free elance on thy slumber falls ; 
And the dim tree-shadows across thee pass. 
As the boiiffhs are swayed o'er thy silvery glass ; 
And the reddening leaves o thy breast are blowiiy 
When the aotmnn wind hath a stormy tone ; 
And thy bubbles rise to the flashing rain- 
Bright Fomit ! thoa art nature's own again ! 

Fount of the vale ! thou art sought no more 
By the pilgrim's foot, as in time of yore. 
When be came from afar, his beads totelL 
And to chant his hymn at Our Lady's WelL 
There is heard no Ave through thy bowers, 
Thon art gleaming; lone 'midst thy watcr>flowen ! 
But the herd may drink from thy gushing wave. 
And there may the reaper his forehead lave, 
And the woochnan seeks thee not in vain^— 
—Bright Fount ! thou art nature's own again 

Fount of the Virgin's ruin'd shrine ! 
A voice that spe;^s of the past is thine ! 
It mingles the tone of a thoughtful sigh, 
With the notes that ring through the laughing sky ; 
'Mid^t the mirthful song of the summer-bird, 
And the sound of the breeze, it will yet be heard ! 
— Why is it that thus we mav ^aze on thee, 
To the brilliant sunshine sparkling free ? 
— »Tis that all on earth is of Time*» domain- 
He hath made thee nature's own again ! 

Fount of the chapel with ages my ! 
Thou art springing freshly amidst decay ! 



* A beautifhl spring in the woods near 8t Asaph, formerly eovered 
in with a rhapel, now in ruins. It was dedicated to the Virgin, and, 
:iccordin(f to ranaant, much the resort of pUs;rims. 
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\ 
Thj ritef are doted, and thy eroM liet low. 
And the ehangefol honn breathe o'er thee bow! 
Tet if at thine altar one holy thought 
In man't deep ipirit of old liath wnia^t : 
If peace to the mourner hath here beengiren, 
Or prayer, from a chastened heait. t'> HeaFeiL 
Be the ipot still hallow'd while Time shall reigOi 
Who hath made thee nature's 'own again ! 



ELYSIUM. 



** In the Elyiiom of the ancientf , ire find none bat heroes and per- 
sons who had either been fbrtnnate or disdofniished on earth ; the 
ehildren, end apparsoUy the slaves and lower classes, that is to say, 
FoTWty, Misfortone, and Innocence, were banished to the infi^rnal 
resions.'* CkaUoMbrtandf OHU du Gkristumttme. 

. Fair wert thon, in the dreams 
Of elder time, thonland of glorions flowers, 
And summer-winds, and low-ton'd silvery streamfi. 
Dim with the shadows of thy lanrel-bowers ! 

Where, as they pass'd, bright hours 
Left no faint sense of partmg, such as clings 
To earthly lore, and joy in ToTeliest things I 

Fair wert thoo, with the light 
On thy bine hills and sleepy waters cast, 
Wjtom porple skies ne'er deepenior into nig^t, 
Tet soft, as if each moment were Uieir last 

Of gloiy, fading fast 
Along the mountains !~4>nt thy eolden day 
Was not as those that warn as of decay. 

And erer, throof^ thy shades, 
A swell of deep Eolian soond went by. 
From foontain-Toices in their secret glades, 
An^ low reed-whispers, making sweet re|dy 

To summer's breezy sigh ! 
And younf leaves trembUnii; to the wind's liaht breath, 
Which ne'er had touch'd them with a hue of death ! 

And the transparent sky 
Rung M a dome, all thrilling to the strain 
Of harps that, 'midst the woods, made harmony 
Solemn and sweet ; yet troubling not the brain 

With dreams and yearnings Tain, 
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And dim remembrances, that stiU draw birtlt 
From the bewildering miuic of the earth. 

And who, with silent tread. 
Moved o'er the plains of waving Asphodel? 
Who. call'd and sever'd from the countless dead. 
Amidst the shadowy Amaranth-bowers might aweU, 

And listen to the swell 
Of those miKJestic hymn-notes, and inhale 
The spirit wandering in th' immortal gale ? 

They of the sword, whose praise, 
With the brieht wine at nation^s feasts, went round ! 
They of the lyre, whose unforgotten lays 
On the mom's wing had sent their mighty sound. 

And in all rerions foond 
Their echoes 'midst the mountains !— «nd bee(Ane 
In man's deep heart, as voices of his home ! 

They of the daring thought ! 
Daring and powerful, yet to dust allied ; 
Whose flight through stars, and seas, and depths had fought 
The soid's far birth-place— but without a guide ! 

Sages and seers, who died, 
And left the world their hieh mysterious dreams, 
Bom 'midst the olive-wo<Ms, by Grecian streams. 

But they, of whose abode 
'Midst her green valleys earth retain'd no trace, 
Save a flower springing from their burial- sod, 
A shade of sadness on some kindred face, 

A void and silent place 
In some sweet home ; — ^thou hadst no wreaths for these, 
Thou sunny land ! with all thy deathless trees ! 

The peasant, at his door 
Might sink to die, when vintaee-feasts were spread. 
And songs on every wind ! — ^From thy bright shore 
No loveuer vision floated round his head, 

Thou wert for nobler dead ! 
He heard the bounding steps which round him fell, 
And sighM to bid the festal sun farewell ! 

The slave, whose very tears 
Were a forbidden luxury, and whose breast 
Shut up the woes and burning thoughts of year«, 
As in the ashes of an urn compress'd ; 

— He might not be thy guest ! 
No gentle breathings from thy distant sky 
Came o'er his path, and whisper'd "Libcrtr !' 
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Calm, on its leaf-ftrewnbier, 
T^nlike a rift of nature to decay. 
Too rose-like still, too beautinil, too dear, 
The child at rest before its mother lay ; 

E'en so to pass away. 
With its bright smile !— Elysium ! what wert ikou^ 
To her, who wept o'er that young sinmberer's brow ? 

Thou hadst no home, green land ! 
For the fair creature from her bosom ^one, 
With life's firsC flowers just opening m her hand, 
And all the lovelj thoughts and dreams unknown, 

Which in its clear eye shone 
liike the spring's wakening ! — ^but that light was past— 
•—Where went the dew-drop, swept before the blast ? 

Not where thy soft winds play'd« 
Not where thy waters lay in slassy sleep !— 
Fade, with thy bowers, thou land of visions, fade I 
JProm thee no voice came o'er the gloomy deep. 

And bade man cease to weep ! 
Fade, with the amaranth-plain, the myrtle-grove, 
Which could not yield one hopie to sorrowing love ! > 

For the most loved are they. 
Of whom Fame sneaks not with her clarion-voice 
In r^;al haUs ! — ^the shades o'erhang their way, 
The ^e, with its deep fountains, is their choice, 

And gentle hearts rejoice 
Around their steps !— till silenUy they die. 
As a stream shrinks from summer's burning eye. 

And the world knows not then, 
Not then, nor ever, what pure thonshts are fled I 
Tet these are they, that on the souls of men 
Comeback, when night her folding veil hath spread^ 

The long-remember'd deiM ! 
But not with thee might aught save glory dweU— 
—Fade, fadeaway, tnou shore of Asphodel I 
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THE FUlfERAIi GEITIITS; 

AH ANCIBMT STATUE. 

^ Debout, eotuoDD^ de fleare, 1m bras ^lev^ 9t poste rar la t«t», 6< 
1« dof appuy^ contre oq pio, ee g^ie aemble exprimer par aon attita^ 
)e rapofl dot morts. Lm baa-relMfs daa tombeau ofEreat aoaraot dea 
fil^ret aemblablai." 

Thou ahoald'at be look'd oo wbeii the slarli^ fidlt 
Through the blue atillneM of the tommer-air, 
Not by the toreh-fire warering on the waUa ; 
It hath too fitful and too wild a sbre I 
And thou !— thy reit, the aoft, uie levdy, aeems 
To aik light itepe, that will not break its dreams. 

Flowen are apon thy brow ; for so the dead 

Were crown'd of old, with pcde spring-flowers like theie : 

Sleqp on thine eye hath sunk ; yet sMtfy shed, 

As vom the wing of rome foint soathem breese : 

And the pine-boughs overshadow thee with ffk>om 

Which of the grove seems breathiag-HBct the tomh. 

Th^ fear'd not death, whose calm and gracioos thought 

Of the last hoar, hath settled thus in thee i 

Th^ who thy wreatfiof pallid roses wrought, 

And laid thy head against the forest-tree, 

As that of one, by music's dreamy dose, 

On the wood-Tiolets lull'd to deep repose. 

They fear'd not death !— yet who shall say hit touch 

Thus lighUy falls on gentle things and fair ? 

Doth he bestow, or will he leave so much 

Of tender beau^ as thy features wear! 

Thou sleeper ot the bower ! on whose young eyes 

So still anight, a night of summer, lies ! 

Had they seen aught like thee ?~Did some fair boy 
Thus, with his graceful hair, before them rest ? 
—His graceful hair, no more to wave in joy. 
But drooping as with heavy dews oporess'd f 
And his eye veiPd so softly by its frnige, 
And his Up faded to the white-rose tinge 7 
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oil ! bappy, if to them the one dread hour 
Made kiiown its lessons from a brow like thine * 
If all their knowledge ol the spoiler's power 
Came b^ a look, so tranquilly divine ! 
— Let him, who thus hath seen the lovely part. 
Hold well that image to his thoughtful heart ! 

Bat thou, fair slumberer ! was there less of wo. 

Or love, or terror, in the days of old. 

That men pour'd out their gladdening spirit's flow, 

liike sunshine, on the desolate and cold, 

And gave thy semhlance to the lihadowy king . 

Who for deep souls had then a deeper sting ? 

Id the dark boeom of the earth they laid 
Far more than we — for loftier faith is ours ! 
7%eir gems were lost in ashes— yet they made 
The grave a place of beauty and of flowers, 
With fragrant wreaths, and summer boughs array'd 
And lovely sculpture gleaming through the shade. ' 

Is it for ug a darker gloom to shed 

O'er its dim precincts ? — do we not intrust 

But for a time its chambers with our dead, 

And strew immortal seed upon the dust ? 

—•Why should toe dwell on that which lies beneath. 

When living light hath touch'd the brow of death ? 



DIRGE OF A CHUiB. 

No bitter tears for thee be shed, 
Blossom of being ! seen and gone ! 
With flowers alone we strew thy bed, 

O blest departed one ! 
Whose all or life, a rosy ray, ' 
Blush'd into dawn, and pass'd away. 
Yes ! thon art fled, ere guilt had poww 
To stain thy cherub soul and form. 
Closed is the soft ephemeral flower. 

That never felt a storm ! 
The sunbeam's smile, the zephyr's bieatfa. 
All that it knew from birth to death. 
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ThoawertaolikeafonnofUclit, . 
That HeaTOi benignly catt'd diet bence. 
Ere yet tbe worid eookd breathe one hliig^t 

O'er thy sweet innoceiiee : 
And tbop, that brickter home to bleaiy 
Art paas'd, wkk aU thy toreUBesf ! 
Oh! hadtt thoa still on earth remain'd. 
Vision of beauty ! fair, as brief! 
How soon thy brightness had been stained 

With passion or with ffrief ! 
Now not a sullying breatn can rise, 
To dim thy glory in the skies. 

We rear no marble o'er thy tomb, 
No seolptnr'd image there ^all moan ', 
Ah ! fitter £cur the yemal UoMi 

Sneh dwdling to adorn. 
Fragrance, and flowers, and dewamwt he 
The only emblems meet for thee. 
Thy graye shall be a blessed shrine, 
Adom'd with Nature's brightest wreath, 
Eadi Rowing season shall confine 

Its incense there to breathe , 
And oft, upon the midnight air, 
Shall yiewless harps be murmnring there. 

And oh ! sometimes in yisiens btert, 

Sweet spirit ! yisit our repose, 

And bear from thine own world of reft, 

Some balm for human woes ! 
What form more Ioi«eIy could be giyen 
Thua thine, to messenger of Heayen? 



ENGLAND'S DEAD« 

Son of the ocean isle t 

Where sleep your mighty dead ? 

Show me what hish and stately pile 
Is rear'd o'er Glory's bed. 
XrO, stranger ! brack the de^. 
Free, free, the white sail spratd ! 

Waye may not foam, nor wild wind swe^> 
Where rest not Engboid's dead. 
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Ob Egypt's burning plains. 
Bv the pytamid o'ersway'd, 
With Marfui power the noon-day reins, 
And the pahn-trees yield no shade. 

Bnt let the ansry sun 
From heaven Took fiercelr red, 
Unfelt by those whose task is done I 
There slunber England's dead. 

The hnrricane hath might 
Alone the Indian shore, 
And far, by Ganges' banks at night, 
Is heard the tiger's roar. 

Bot let tl^ soond roll on ! 
It hath no tone of dread 
For those that from their toils are gone ; 
-•^There slmnber f^and'b dead. 

Loud rash the torrent-floods 
The western wilds among, 
Aad free, in green Colombia's woods, 
The hunter's bow is strong. ^ 

Bnt let tfie floods luhon ! 
Let the arrow's flight be sped ! 
Why should thev reck whose task is done ? 
J%ere slumber* England's dead ! 

The momtaiB-stonns rise high 
In the snowy Pyrenees, 
And toss the pine-boughs turough the sky, 
Like ro8e-le«r«> on the breeze. 

But let the storm rase on ! 
Let the ferest-wreauu be shed ! 
For the Roncesvalles' field is won. 
There slumber England's dead. 

On the frosen d^'s repose 
Tis a dark and dreadftu hour. 
When round the ship the ice-fields close, 
To chain her with their power. 

Bnt let the ice drift on! 
' Let the cold-blue desert spread ! 
TTteir course with mast and flae is done, 
T%fre slumber Eni^and's cTead. 
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The warlike of the isles, 
The men of field and wave ! 
Are not the rocks their funeral piles. 
The seas and shores their grave ? 

Go, stranger ! track the deep. 
Free, free the white sail spread ! 
Wave may not foam^ior wild wind sweep. 
Where rest not England's dead. 



TO THJB MEMORY OF BISHOP H£B£R. 

If it be sad to si>eak of treaisures gone, 

Of sainted genius call'd too soon awav, 
Of light, from this world taken, while it shone 

Yet kindling onward to the perfect day ; — 
How shall our griefs, if these things mournfol be, 
Flow forth, oh 1 thou of many gift^ for thee ? 

Haih not thy voice been here among us heard ? 

And that deep soul of gentleness and power. 
Have we not felt its breath in every word. 

Wont from thy lip, as Hermon's dew, to shower * 
— Tes I in our hearts thy fervent thoughts have burn'd— 
Of Heaven they were, and thither have retnm'd. 

How shall we monm thee ?— With a lofty trust. 

Oar life's immortal birthright from ^pve ! 
With a glad faith, whose eye, to ti^ciSibe just. 

Through shades and mysteries lifts a glance of love. 
And yet can weep ! — for nature thus deplores 
The mend that leaves us, though for happier shores. 

And one loA^h tone of triumph o'er thy bier. 

One stram of solemn rapture be allow'd — 
Thou, that rejoicing on thy mid career. 

Not to decay, but unto death, hast bow'd : 
In those br^t regions of the rising sun, 
Where victory ne'er a crown like thiiift had won. 
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Praise] for yet one more name with power endow'd, 

To cheer and guide us, onward as we press ; 
Yet one more image, on the heart bestow'd, 

To dwell there, beaotifiil in holiness ! 
TMne. Heber, thine ! whose memory from the dead, 
Shines as the star which to the Sayioor led. 



THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 

Child, amidst the flowers at play, 
While the red lieht fades away ; 
Mother, with thine earnest eye 
Ever following silently ; 
Father, by the breeze of eve 
Call'd thy harvest-work to leave ; 
Pray !— ere yet the dark hours be, 
lift the heart and bend the knee ! 
Traveller, in the stranger's land 
Far from thine own household band ; 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice from this world gone ! 
Captive, in whose narrow cell 
Sunshine hatti not leave to dweU ; 
Sailor, on the darkening sea — 
Lift the heart and bendthe knee! 

Warrior, that from battle won 
Breatbest now at set of sun ! 
Woman, o'er the lowly slain 
Weeping on his burial plain ; 
Te thatlriumph, ye that sigh, 
Kindred by one holy tie. 
Heaven's first star alike ye see- 
Lift the heart and bend the knee ! 
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THE VOICE OF SPRING. 



I coif E, I emhe ! ye bare eallM i 

I oome o'er the monnUini with 1 

Te mm J trace mr itep o'or the w 

Bj the winda which teU of the violet't birth, 

B J the prinroie-ttart in the thadowy grass, 

By the green leares^ opoBing as^t paMi 

I hare breathed on the sooth, and the chesnut flowers 
By thousands hare burst from the forest- bowers. 
And the ancient graves, and the fafien ^es, 
Are veilM with wreaths on Italian plkinb ; 
•—Bat it is not for me, in my hour of bloom, 
To speak of the min or the tomb I 

I hare look'd o'er the hills of the stormy north. 

And the larch has hong all his tasselk form, 

The fisher is out On the smmy sea. 

And the reindeer bounds o'er the pastURt firee, 

And the pine haa a fringe of softer green. 

And the moss looks brignt, where my foot hath been. 

I hare sent throngh the wood-paths a glowing dgh. 
And call'd ont efMUi imioe of the deep blae sky ; 
From the night-bird's lav through the starry time, ' 
In the groves of the soft Hesoerian clime. 
To the swan's wild note, by tne Iceland lakes, 
When the dark Ar-branch into verdure breaks. 

From the streams and foants I have loosed the chaiO) 
They are sweeping on to the silvery main^ 
They are flashmg down from the mountam brows, 
They are flinging spray o'er the forest-boughs, 
They are bunting iresn from their sparry caves, 
And the earth resoiflids with the joy of waves ! 

Come forth, O ye children of gladness, come ! 

Where the violets lie may be now your home. 

Ye of the rose^lip and the dew-bright eye. 

And the bounding footstep, to meet me fly ! 

With the lyre, and the wreath, and the joyous lay. V 

Come forth to the sunshine, I bay not stay. ' g 
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Away from the dwellmgi of care-worn men, 
The waters are sparkling in grove and glen ! 
Away from the chamber and sullen heanh, 
The yotmg leaves are dancing in breezy mirth ! 
Their Ught stems thrill to the wild-wood strains, 
And yo^ is abroad in my green domains. 

Bat ye !— ye are changed since ye met me last ! 
There is something bright from your features pais'd ! 
There is that come orer vour brow and eye, 
Which speaks of a world where the flowers must die I 
—Ye smile ! but your smile hath a dinmess yet — 
Oh ! what have ye took'd on since last we met ? 

Te are changed, ^e are clpanned !— M»d I Me not here 
All whom I saw in the vanisn'd year ; 
There were eraceful heads, with their rinrlels hti^bt^ 
Which tossM in the breeze with a play criight. 
There were eyes, in whose glistening laughter lay 
No iaint remembranee of dm decay t 

There were steps that flew o'er the cowsUp'f hea^ 

As if for a banquet all earth were spread ; 

There were voices that rung through the sapphire skjTj 

And had not a sound of mortality I 

Are they gone ? is their mirth from the mountdns paas'd? 

•^Te have lookM on death since ye met me last ! 

I know whence the shadow comes o'er y«a me^f 
Ye have steewn &e dust on the snnny brow ! 
Ye have given the lovely to earths emlmeey ' 
She hath taken the fairest of beauty's race, 
With their laughing eyes and their festal crown, 
They are gone from among you in silence down ! 

They are gone from among you, the young and fair. 
Ye have lost the gleam of Uieir shining hair ! 
— But I know of a land where there falls no blis^ 
I shall find them there, with tibeir eyes of light 1 
Where Death 'midst the blooms of the mom maf dweU^ 
I tarry no longer— farewell, fiureweU ! 

The summer is coming, on soft winds borne. 

Ye may press the grape, ye may bind the com ! 

For me, 1 depart to a brighter shore. 

Ye are mark'd by care, ye are mine no more. 

I go where the loved who have left you dwell. 

And the flowers are not Death's-^are ye well, fareweU! 
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THE LANDING OF THE PILGRIM 
FATHERS. 

The breaking waves dash'd liigh 

On a stern and rock-bound coast, 
And the woods, against a stormy sky, 

Their giant branches tost ; 

And the heavy night hong dark 

The hills and waters o'er, 
When a band of exiles moor'd their bark 

On the wild New England shore. 

Not as the conqueror comes, 

They, the true-hearted came, 
Not with the roll of the stirring drums. 

And the trumpet that sings of fame ; 

Not as the flying come, 

In silence and in fear, — 
They shook the depths of the desert's gloom 

With their hymns of lofty cheer. 

Amidst the storm they sang, 

And the stars hearci and the sea ! 
And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang 

To the anthem of the free ! 

The ocean-eagle soar'd 

From his nest by the white wave's foam, 
And the rocking pines of the forest roar'd 

This was their welcome home ! 

There were men with hoary hair, 
Amidst that pilgrim-band — * 

Why bad they come to wither there 
Away from their childhood's land ? 

There was woman's fearless eye, 

Lit by her deep love's truth ; 
There was manhood's brow Awenely high, 
.\od the fiery heart of youtii,;^ *, 

.:^ :^ Zoogle 



THE BXBBEiy ^OKWER* ^33 

Whai soivht they tinu ufar ? 

Bright leweii of the mine ? 
The wMlthof teaf^ the jpoUf of war ? 

—They sooght a faith't pue ahrine ! 

Ay, eaUit hdy g^nady 

Thesoi) vhere fint they trod ! 
They have left wutaiii'd what thera they fesnd^ 

IVeedom to worship €pod i 



[Tliese glorioiii vonet will find an echo in the bieaitef •▼evy time 
descendant of the Piigrisu ; and ewe the Dame of their aathoceas a 
place in manv hearts. She has laid onr community under a common 
obligation of gratitude. Every one must feel the subtimity and ppeto- 
cal truth, with which she has conceived the scene preieated. and the 
inspiration of that deep and holy strain of sentiment, whien lounds 
forth like the pealing of an organ. £d.] 



THE HEBREW MOTHER. 

The rose was in rich bloom on Sharon's plain, 
When a yonng mother with her first-bom thence 
Went op to Zion, for the boy was Tow'd 
Unto the Temple-service ;— by the hand 
She led him, and her silent soul, the while, 
Oft as the dewy laughter of his eye 
Met her sweet serions glancej rejoiced to think 
That angbt so pure, so beautiful, was hers, 
To bring before her God. So pass'd they on. 
O'er J^ah's hills ; and wheresoe'er the learea 
Of the broad syamore made soimds at noon, 
Xiike lulling ram-drops, or the olive-boi^hs, 
With their cool dimness, cross'd the snitij blue 
Of Syria's heaven, she paused, that he might rest ; 
Tet from her own meek eyelids chased the sle«> 
That weigh'd their dark frii^ down, to sit and watch 
The crimson deepening o'er ms cheek's repose. 
As at a red flower's heart.— And where a fount 
Lay like a twilight-star 'midst palmy shades. 
Making its banks green sems along the wild. 
There too she linger'd, Irom the diamond ware 
Prawing bright water fo^ his rosy lips, 
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And aoftij parting clasters of jet earls 

To bathe bia brow. At last the Fane was Beach'dy 

The Earth'* One Sanctoary-^and rapture hmh'd 



Her boaom, as before her, throoch the day, 

It roae, a mountain of white marble, steeped 

In light, like floating eold. Bat when that hoar 

WaiMd to the farewelfmoment, when the boy 

Lifted, through rainbow-gleaming tears, his eye 

Beseechingly to hers, and half in fear 

Tom'd from the white-robed priest, and round her am 

Clang as the ivy clings — ^the oeep spring-tide 

Of nature then swellM high, and o'er her child 

Bending, her soul broke form, in mingled sounds 

Of weeping and sad song. — " Alas," she cried, 

" Alas ! my boy, thy gentle grasp is on me, 

The bright tears quiver in thy plea^Ung eyes, 
And now fond thoughts arise, 

And silver cords again to earth hi^ve won me ; 

And like a vine thou olaspest my full heart- 
How shall I hence depart ? 

" How the lone paths retrace where thou weit playing 
So late, along the mountains, at my side ? 

And I, in joyous pride. 
By every place of flowers my coarse delaying 
Tvoye, e'en as pearls, tlie lilies round thy hair, 

Beholding thee so fair ! 

« And oh ! the home whence thj bright smile hath parted. 
Will it not seem as if the sunny day 

Tum'd frotn it9 door awaj ? 
While through its chambers wanaering^ weary-hearted, 
I languish for thy voice, which past me still 

Went like a singing riU? 

« Under the palm-trees thou no more shall meet me. 
When from the fount at evening I retom, . 

With the full water-nm ; * 

Nor will thy sleep's low dove-like breathings greet me, 
As 'midst the silence of the stars I wake. 

And watch for thy dear sake. 

" And Uioa, will slunber's dewy cloud fall round thee, 
Without thy mother's hand to smooth thy bed ? 

Wilt thou not vainly spread 
Thine arms, when darkness as a veil hath wound thee, 
To foUl my neck, and lift up, in thy fear, 

A cry which none shaU hear? 
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THE CHILD AND DOVC. 295 

« What have I Baid, my child?— WUl He not hear thee, 
Who the yoanfrraveiu heareth from their nest ? 

Shall He not guard thy rest, 
And, in the hiuh of hdy midnight near thee. 
Breathe o'er thy sool, and fill itA dreams with joy ? 

Thoa shalt sleep soft, my boy ! 

« I give thee to thy God— the Ood that gare thee, 
A wellspring of deep gladness to my heart ! 

And preeioos as thoa art, 
And pure as dew of Hermon, He shall hare thee, 
My own, my beautiful, my undefil*d ! 

And thoa shalt be Hu chUd. 

** Therefore, farewell !— I go, my soul may fail me, 
As the hart panteth for the water-brooks. 

Teaming for thy sweet looks- 
Bat thon. my first-bom, droop not, nor bewail me ; 
Thoainthe Shadow of the Rock shalt dwell, 

The Rock of Strength.— Farewell !" 



THE CHILD AND DOVE. 

8U06E8TED BT CHANTRET'S STATUE OF LAPT LOUISA 
RUSSELL. 

Trou art a thing on our dreams to rise, 
'Midst the echoes of long-lost melodies. 
And to fling bright dew from the morung back, 
Fair form ! on ^h image of ^lildhood's track. 

Thoa art a thing to recall the hoars. 
When the love of our souls was on leares and flowers, 
When a world was our own in some dim sweet grove, 
And treasore ontold in one captive dove. 

Are they gone ? can we think it, while thou art tfitr?, 

Thou joyous child with the clustering hair ? 

U it not Spripg that indeed breathes free 

AjiA fresh o'er each tbooght, while we ga^c on thee ? 
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296 TUB child's last si^j^Br. 

No ! never mote m^7 we smile jm «*«* 
Sheddest round muXts from thy sonny oto^w ; 
Yet something it is, in our hearts to shrine 
A memory of beanly nndimm'd ns thine. 

To have met the joy of thy speaking face, 

To hare felt the spell of thy breezy grace, 

To have lingered before thee» and tum'd, and home 

One vision away of the elondless mom. 



THE CHIIiD'S IiAST SIiBEP. 



ON A MONUMENT BT CHAMTRIT POm, AN INFANT 
DAUGHTER OF SIR THOMAS ACKLAND. 



Thou sleepest— but when wilt thou wake, fair child ? 
^When the fawn awakes 'midst the forest wild ? 
When the lark's wing mounts with the breeze of mon 
When the first rich breath of the rose is bora ? 
—Lovely thou sleepest, yet somethhig liea 
Too deep and still on thy soft-seal'd eyes ; 
Mournful, though sweet, is thy rest to see- 
When will the hour of thy rising be ? 

Not when the fawn wakes, not when the lark 
On the crimson clond of the mora floats dark- 
Grief with vain passionate tears hath wet 
The hair, sheddmg gleams from thy pale brow yet ; 
Love with sad kisses unfelthath prest 
Thy meek dropt eyelids and quiet breast ; » 

And theglad ^ -* "' * ^'-^ •*"' **"* 

Shall cofonr 

Thou' rt gone from us, bright one—that thou fhonldst die, 
And life be left to the butterfly ! * 
Thou' rt gone, as a dew-drop is swept from the bough, 
—Oh ! for the world where thy home is now ! 

_. ^ — ^ . ^ — 

* A botterO^, as if flattering en a flower, is scrfptared on the 
monuroent 
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[ spring, calling out bird and bee, 
alfblossoms, fair <diild| but thee* 



THE LADY O^ THE CASTLE. 207 

How may we love but in doobt and fear, 
How may we anchor our fond hearts here, 
How shooid e*en Joy but a trembler be. 
BeaotUnl duft ! when we look on thee? 



THE LADY OF THE CASTLE. , 

PROM " THE PORTRAIT OALLERT," AN UNriNISHEB 
POEM. 

Thou seest her pictured with her shining hair, 
^amed were its tresses in Provencal aong.) 
Half braided, half o'er cheek and bosom fair 
Ijet loose, and pouring sunny wayes along 
Her gorgeous yest.—- A child's light hand is roying ' 
'Midst the rich curls, and oh ! how meekly loying 
Its earnest looks are lifted to the face, 
Which bends to meet its lip in laughing grace.— - 
' Yet that bright lady's eye methinks hath less '^ 

Of deep^ and still, and pensive tenderness. 
Than nu^t beseem a mother's— on her brow 
Something too much there sits of native scorn, 
And her smile kindles with a conscious glow. 
As from the thought of sovereign beauty bom. 
—These may be dreams — ^but how shau woman tell 
Of woman's shame, and not with tears ? — she fell ! 
That mother left that child — went hurrying by 
Its cradle — ^haply, not without a sigh- 
Haply one moment o'er its rest serene 
She hung — ^bnt no,! it could not thus have been. 
For the went on ! — forsook her home, her hearth, 
All pure affection, all sweet household mirth, 
To live a gaudy and dishonour'd thing, 
iSharingin guilt the splendors of a ki4r. 

Her lord, in very weariness of life, 
Girt on his sword for scenes of distant strife ; 
He reck'd no more of glory — grief and shame 
Omsh'd out his fiery nature, and hit name 
Pied silently.— A shadow o'er his halls 
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S(9C THE LADY PF THE CASTUB. 

Creptyearbjyear; tht aia^trel pttt'^ tli«vr w»U0« 
The warder's horn hui^ mute ;— aie«iitii}M the ehim 
On whose first flowerioc tboi^hts no pareal OBiled, 
A|^tle girl, and yet £ep-hearted, grew 
Into sad Tonth ; for well, too well she knew 
Her mother's tale !-*It8memor|rmade the sky 
Seem all too joyous for her shrinking eye ; 
Cheek'd on her lip the flow of sonc, which fain • 
Would there haye lingered ; ilush'd her cheek to pmin 
If met by sudden glance ; and gave a tone 
Of sorrow, as for something lovely gone, 
Ev'n to the Spring's glad voice.— Her own was low, 
And plaintive— oh ! there lie such depths of wo 
In a young blighted spirit.*-Manhood rears 
A hai^hty brow, and Age has done with teart^ 
But youth bows down to misery^ in amaze 
At the dark doud o'ermantling its fresh days ; 
And thus it was with her. — ^A mournful eight 
In one so fair ; for sheindeed was fair- 
Not with her mother's dazslii« ejt4 of light, 
Hers were more shadowy, fnUfl/ tftiiught aai pftyer^ 
And with long lash^ o'er a wbite-rose cheek 
Drooping in doom, yet tender still, and meek. 
Still that foni cUldf »*-and oh ! the brow abofe. 
So pale and pure ! so form'd for hohr love 
To gaze upon in silence !--*bnt she felt 
That love was not for her, tfaojogh hearts wooU melt 
Where'er she moved, and reverence mutely giyen 
Went with her ; and low prayers, that call^ on He«rc& 
To blesf the yoang Isanre. 



One eonny i 
With alms before her castle gate she eledd, 
'Midst peasant'groups ; when breathless and o'er>woni. 
And shrouded in long weeds of widowhood, 
A stranger through them broke<-^e orphan meid 
With her sweet voice, and proffer'd hand of aid, 
Tom'd to^ive welcome : but a wild sad look 
Met hers; a gaze that all her spirit shook ; 
And that pale woman, suddenly subdued 
By some strong passion in its gushing mood. 
Knelt at her feeL and bathed them with sndi tears 
As rain the hoarded agonies of years 
From the heart's nm— and with her white lijis prest 
The ground they trod — thta. Imrjine in her vest 
Her brow's deep flush, sobbed out, <^0h ! undefiled * 
I am thy mother !— epum me not, my chitd !" 
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tsanre had prar'd for that lost mothfir-^wept 
O'er her ttainM memorf, when the hvppf slept, 
fai the hnsh'd nttdaiglit ; stood with montefol gaze 
Before yon picture's soaile of otiier dayl9 ; 
Bat never breath'd in human ear the name 
Which weigh'd her being to the earth with sham^. 
What marvel if the angwshof snrprisey 
The dark remembrances^ the idtord gniie, 
Awhile o'erpower'd her f — ^from the weeper's touch 
She shrank— 'twas bat a moment— -yet too moch 
For that all hambled one — its mortal stroke 
Came down like lightning's, and her faU heart broke 
At once in sOence. — Hearily and prone 
She sank, while, o'er her castle's threshold-stone. 
Those lone fair tresses^-they still brig^Iy wore 
Their earW pride, thoagh bonnd with pearls no more-^ 
Bursting their filet, in sad beaaty ^U'd, 
And swept the dost with coils of wavy gold. 

Her child bent o'or hei^— oall'd he]>-^twas too late ! 
Dead lay the wanderer at her own prood gate.— 
The joy of courts, the star of knight and oard^- 
How didst thou fall, oh ! bright-hair'd Emengarde t 



TO T*ttE IVY. 

OCCASIONED BT RECEIYIN<} A LEAF GATHERED IK THE 
CAITLB or RHBlMrELS. 

Oh! how cosiia Fancy crown with thee, 

In ancient days, the god of wine, 
And bid thee at the banquet be, 

Companion of tfatvine,? 
Thy home, i^lld plant, is where each sound 

Of revelry hath longfbeen o*er ; 
Where song^s fall notes once peal'd around, 

Bat now are heard no more. 



The Roman, on his battle plains, 

Where kings before his eagles bent, 
l*^ntwined thee, with exulting strains. 



>d by Google 



30© TO THE IVY* 

Around the ▼ietor'f tent ; 
Tet there, though fresh in giossy green. 

Triumphantly thy booghf might wave,— 
Better thoa loy'st tne silent scene, 

Around the victor's grave. 
Where sleep the sons of aji^es flown, 

The bards and heroes of the past. 
Where, throngh the haUs of glory gone, 

Mormnrs the wintry blast ; 
Where years are hastening to efface 

Each record of the grand and fair— 
Thoa in thy solitary grace. 

Wreath of the tomb ! art there. 
Oh ! mkiur a iemple, once sublime, 

Benean a blue, Italian sW, 
Hath naught of beauty left by time, 

Save thy wild tapestry. 
And rear'd 'midst crags and clouds, 'tis thine 

To wave where banners waved of yore, 
O'er towers that crest the noble Rhine, 

Along his rocky shore. 
BiA from the fields of air, look down 

Those eyries of a vanish'd race, 
Homes of the mirhty, whose renown 

Hath pass'd and left no trace. 
But thou art there— thy foliage bright, 

Unchanged, the mountain-storm can brave^- 
Thou that wilt climb the loftiest height. 

And deck the humblest grave. 
The breathing forms of Parian stone. 

That rise round Grandeur's marble halls ; 
The vivid hues by painting thfowii 

Rich o'er the glowing walls ; 
Th' acanthus on Corinuian fanes. 

In sculptured beauty waving fair, — 
These perish all — and what remains 7— 

Thou, thou alone art there. 
. 'Tis still the same— where'er we tread, 

The wrecks of human power wo see, 
The marvels of all ages fled. 

Left to Decay and thee. 
And still let man his fabrics rear, 

August in beautv, grace, and strength,— 
Days pass, thou " I^ never sere,"* 

Aud ail is thine at length. 

* *' Ye myrflcs I»rown, >nd ivy never sere." 
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ON A LEAF FROM THE TOMB OF VIRGIL. 

And was thy home, pale wither'd thlne^i^ 

Beneath the rich bine southern sky^""' : 
Wert thou a norHlinff of the Spring, 
The winds, and sons of glorious Italy ? 
Those turn* in golden lieht, e'en now^ 
Look o*er the Poet's lovely grave, 
Those winds are breathing soft, tut thou 
Answering their whisper, there no more shalt Wftye. 
The flowers o'er Posilippo's brow, 

May cluster in their purple bloom. 
But on th' o'ershadowing ilex-bough. 
Thy breezy place is void, by Virgil's tomb. 
Thy place is void— oh ! none on earn. 
This crowded earth, maj so remain, 
Save that which soi^ of foftiest birth 
lAive when they part, their brighter home to gain. 
Another leaf ere now hath sprung. 

On the ereen stem which once was thine— 
When shall another strain be sung 
Like his whose dust hath madeihat spot a shrine ? 



FOR A DESIGN OF A BUTTERFLY REST- 
ING ON A SKULL. 

Creature of air and light, 
Emblem of that which may not fade or die, 

Wilt thou not speed thy flight, . 
To chase the south-wind through the glowing sky ? 

What lures thee thas to stay, 

With Silence and Decay, 
Fix'd on the wreck of cold Mortality? 
26 
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302 THE LOST PLEaAW. 

Hie thonghti once cliamber'd there, 
Hare gaUier'd up their treasares, and are gone — 

will the duit tell us where 
Thej that have burst the prison-house are flown T 

Rise, nnrsline of the day^ 

If tiiu wouldst trace their way- 
Earth hath no voice to make the secret known. 

Who seeks the ranish'd bird 
By the forsaken nest and broken shell? — 

Far thence he sings unheard, 
Yet free and joyous in the woods to dwell. 

Thou of the sunshine b(Hrn, 

Take the bright wings of mom ! 
Thy hope calls heayen-ward from yon rom'd edk 



THE J.OST FliEIAD. 

" Like the lost Pleiad teen do vaOte below." 



BTR02f. 



' And is there glory from'the heavens departed ? 
—Oh I void unmark'd !— thy sisters of the sky 
Still hold their place on high. 
Though fr^m its rank thine orb so long hath started. 
Thou, tbot no more art seen of mortal eye. 

Hath the night lost a gem. the regal night ? 
She wears her crown of old magnincenee, 
Though thou art exiled thence— 
No desert seems to part those urns of light, 
'Midst the far depth of purple gloom inUnse. 

They rise in joy, the starry myriads burning— 
Tne shepherd greets them on his mountains free ; 
And from the silvenr sea 
To them thesaUor'g wakeful eye is tuminf— 
Unchanged th«y rise, they have not moum'd for thee. 

Conldst tbon be shaken from thy radiant place 
Ev'n as a dew-drop from the myrtle spray, 
Swq?tbylhcw&daway? 
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"^^ert thou not peopled hj tome glorious race, 
And was there power to smite them with decay ? 

'W^y, who shall talk of thrones, of sceptres riven ? 
Bow'd be oar hearts to think of what we are. 
When from its height afar 
A world sinks thus — and yon majestic heaven 
Chines not the less for that one ranish'd star ! 



THE SLEEPER ON MARATHOX. 



I LAT upon the 8<demn plain 

And by the fimeral momcL 
Where those who died not tMie in rain, 

Their place of sleep had found. 
'Twas silent where the free biood gush'd-, 

When Persia came array'd-^ 
So many a Toioehad there been hmh'dj 

80 many a footsl^^ stay'd. 

I slumberM on the lonely spot, 

So sanctified by Death— 
I flumber'd— but my rest was not 

As theirs who lay beneath. 
For on my dreaoas, that shadowy hoor^ 

They rose— the chainless dead- 
All arm'd they sprang, in joy, in power. 

Up from their grassy bed. 

I saw their spears, on that red field, 

Flash as in time gone by- 
Chased to the seas, without hiiyl^ield 

I saw the Persian fiy. 
I woke—the sudden trumpet's blast 

CallM to another fight— 
From visions of our ^rious past, 

Who dbth not wake in migfht ? 
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TBOUBADOUR SONG. 

TBI warrior eross'd the ocean's foam, 
For the stormy fields of war— 

The maid was left in a smiling home, 
And a sonny land afar. 

Hit vdee was heard where javelin showers 

PooFd on the steel-olad line ; 
Her step was 'midst the summer-flowcrff. 

Her seat beneath the vine. 

Bis shield was deft, his lance was riTen, 
And the red blood stain'd his crest ; 

Whfle she— the gentlest wind of heaven 
Might scarcely fan her breast. 

Tet a thousand arrows pasfi'd hiv by. 
And again he eross'd the seas ; 

Bot ahe had ^ed, as roses die. 
That perish with a breeze. 

As roees die, when the blast is come. 
For all things bright and fair— 

Theie was death within the smiling home. 
How had death foond her there ? 



T Jit TRITBIPET* 

Thb trampet's voice hath rons'd the bad; 

Light up the beacon pyre ! - 
—A hondred hills have seen the brand 

And waved the sign of fire. 
A hnndred banners to the breeze . 

Their gorgeous folds have east— 
And haik !— was that the sound of seas ? 

—A king to war went past. 
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Tke chief is atunnf in his hall, 

The peasant b j his hearth : 
The mourner hears the thriUiog call, 

And rises from the earth. 
The mother on her first-bom son. 

Looks with a bodinc eje — 
TA^ come not back/lbopgh all be won, 

l^ose yoong hearts leap so h^. 

The bard hath ceased hilisong, and bound 

The falchion to his side ; 
E*en for the marriage aitar crown'd, 

The lorer quits his bride. 
And all this haste, and change, and fear, 

By earthly clarion spread!— 
How will it be when kmgdoms hear 

The blast that wakes the dead? 



BERNARDO DEL CARPIO* 



the 

AstD] 



The celebrated Spanish champion, Bernardo del Oarpio, bavins 
made many ineffectual efforts to procure the release of his father, 
l^ount Saldana, who had^been imprisoned by King Alfonso of 
arms, almost from the time of Bernardo's birth, at last took up 
f ™ "> despair. The war which he mamtained proved so destructive, 
tfeat tbe men of the land gathered round the king, and united in de- 
manding Saidana's liberty. Alfonso accordingly offered Bernardo 
J JJ"J«fte P<tesession of his father's person, iu exchange for his cas- 

•«u li 1%^*®* "ernnrdo, without befitation, gave up his strong hold 
vvitb all his cafKtives, and beinc assured that his father was then oo 
Ills way frdm priion. rode forth with the king to meet him. " And 
when he saw his fkther approaching, he exclauoed/* says the ancient 
ehromcle. « •Oh! God, is the Count bt 0aldana indeed coming ?» 
*IiOok where he is,' ^pUed the omel king, *and now go and greet 
bim whom you have so long dqiired to see.' »»— The remainder of the 
story will be found related in the ballad. The chronicles and romances 
leave OS nearly in the dark, as to Bernardo's futore hiBtory after tlm 
ovent. 

Thb warrior bow'd his crested head, and tamed hia heart of 

fire, 
And sued the haughty king to free hia lon^-imprisou'd tire ; 
'^1 bring thee here my fortress-keys, jl brmg my captfre 
train, 
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306 BSKKAHDO DBL CAKPIO. 

I pledge thee faith, my liege, my lord !~oh ! bre^ my fatliePtf 
duun!" 

<<Rife, rife t ey'n now Ay father eomef, a ransom'd man thi* 

day;. 
Moont thy itood horse, and thou and I will meet him on hi» 

way.**— 
Then lightly rose thailoyal son, and bounded on his steed. 
And aliped, as if with limce in rest, the charger's fommj 

speed. * 

And lo ! from far, as on they press'd, there come a gUtteiu^ 

band. 
With one that 'midst them, stately rode, as a leader in Ihm 

land; 
—''Now haste, Bernardo, %aste ! for there, In very tmtb, h 

he. 
The fiitherwhom thy faithful heart hath jreara'd so long to 

His dark eye fladi'd, — ^his prood ^ast h^f edy^-his cheek** 

hue came and went, — 
He reached that ^ray-hair'd clueftain^s aide, and there dis- 

moonting ben^ 
A lowly knee to eartn he bent, his farther's hand he tool»— 
What was there in its touch that idl hin fiery soirit shook ? — 
That hand was cold— « frozen thing— it dropped from his like 

le.MU* 
He look'd up to the face aboTe,~tbe face was of the dead— 
A plume waved o'er the noble browtbe brow wa^ fix^d and 

white — 
He met at last his father's eyes — but in them was no sight ! 

Up from the ground he^apnuig and gazed— but who could paint 

thateaze? . 
'^ley hush'd their^ver^ hearts that saw its horror and amase— 
Vbiy might have chain'd hina as before Aat itony foroi he 

stood. 
For the power was stricken irom his arm, and from his Jip the 

blood. 

*< Father !" at length he mnrmur'd low— Ad wept like child 

hood Uien — 
T^ not of grief tiU thoa haat feen the tears of warlike 

men?— 
He thought on aU his glorious hopes, and aU hif yoong 



He fln^ h^ falchion from his side, and in the dost sat down. 
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Then eoTcriiig with hit fteel-gtored bands bis darkly moanifBl 
browy « 

*< No more, there is bo nvirey" he said, "to lift the sword for - 
now— 

Mj king is ^^fee, my hope betray'd, my ftitber— oh! the 
worthy . 

The glory, and the loveliness are pass'd away from earth. 

*<I thpo^bt to stand where baaners waved, my sire ! beside 

thee yet — , 

I would that there our kindred blood on Spain's free soil had 

met— 
Thoa woulciat bare known my spirit then— for thee my fields 

wereTtf^ 
And thou bast perishM in thy chains, as though thou badst no 

SO|lt" 

Then startiir from the ground, onee more, he seized the 

monarob's rein, 
Amidst the pak and wilder'd looks of all the conrtier-train ; 
And with a fierce overmastering grasp the^reariig war-horse 

led. 
And sternly set thenifface to face— the king before the dead— 

** Camel'noi forth upon tl^ pledge, my father's hand to kiss? 
—Be still, and gaze fhm^ on, false king ! and tell me what is 

.this ? 
The voice, the glance, the heart I aought- give answer, where 

are they ? "^ 

—If thou woddst clear thy pei^'ur^ soul, send life through 

this cold cJay. ■ ^ 

" Into these glassy eyes pot light— be stiU ! keep dtfwn thine 

ire — 
Bid these white lips a blessing speak— this earth is not my 

GlviVb baek him for whom I strove, for whom my blood waa 

shed— 
Thou canst not ? — and a king !— his dust be mountains on thy 

head!" 

He loosed the fteed,— his slaek hand fell— upon the rilent face 
Ha cast one long, deep, troubled look, then tum'd from that 

sadpiaec— 
His Jiope 1PM cmsh'd, his after-fate untold in martial strain- 
Hit banner led the spears no more amidst the hiMs of Spain. 
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THE DYING BARD'S PItOPI{fK:;ir. 

AT THX TIME OF THE SUPPOSED MASSACRE BT IM^IKA^D I. 

The Hall of Harps is lone tliis niglity 

And cold the chieftain's hearth ; 
It hatli no mead, it hath no light, 
No voice of metoof , no sound of mirth. 

And I departs— 'my wound it deep, 

My brethren long have died— 
Yet, ere my soid grow dark with sleep, 
Winds ! bear the spoiler one more tone of prides 

Bear it, where on his batde-]^ain> 

Beneath the setting sim, 
He connti my country's nd|||f^ slain— 
Say to him— Saxon ! tUnk not^Z is won. * 

Thon hast laid low the warrior's head. 

The minstrel's chainless hand : 
Dreamer! that nmnbeiert with ne dead 
The burning spirit of the mountain-land. 

Think'st thou, because the song hath eeas'd, 

The 90ul of song is flown ? v 

Think'st thon it woke to crown the feast, 
It lived beside the ruddy hearth alone? 

No ! by our names and by our blood, "^ 

We leave it pure and free— 
ThouKh hosh'C awhile, that sounding flood 
Shall roll in joy through ages yet to be. 



We leave it, 'midst our country's wo. 

The Urthright of her breast— 
We leave it, as we leave the snow, 
Bright and eternal, on Eryri'* ♦ crest 



• Hryri, the Webb name forSnowdwi. 
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We leiTe it, with our fame ta dwell. 

Upon our ehildren't breath — 
Onr voice in thein throngh time shall swett— 
The bard hath gifts of prophecy from death. 

He dies— hut jet the mountains stand, 

Yet sweeps tlie torrent's tide, 
And this is yet Bneorin's * land— 
Winds ! bear the spoiler one more tone of pridie. 



TH£ WKECK. 



All nig^ the booming minnte-gim 

Had peaTd along the deep, 
And monmAilly die rising son 

Look'd o*er the tide- worn steep. 
A bark from India's coral strand, 

Before the raging blast, 
Had Tail'd her topsails to the sand, 

And bow'd her noble mast. 

The mieenly ship ! — brave hearts had striren. 

And true ones died with her — 
We saw her mighty cable riven. 

Like floating gossamer. 
We saw her proud flag struck that mom, 

A star once o'er the 8ea»— 
Btr anchor goM^ her deck nptom, 

And sadder Uungs than these. _. 

We saw her treasures east away— ^P 

The rocks with pearls were sown. 
And strangely sad, the ruby's ray 

Flash'd out o'er fretted stone. 
And cold was strewn the wet sands o'er, ^m 
Like ashes by a breeze — 

I robes— but oh ! that shore 
i than these! 



* Enourio, a celebrated andeat BrHich bard. 
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We iaw the strong mtn ttffl and law, 

A crushM reed thrown ande— 
Yet b J that rigid Up and brow, 

Not without stirife he died. 
Andtiear him on the sea-weed iaj— 

Till then we had not wept, 
Bat well our gashing hearts might say, 

That there a mother slept ! 

For her pale arms a babe had prest. 

With such a wreathing grasp, 
Billows had dash'd o'er that fond breut^ 

Tet not undone the clasp. 
Her yery tresses had beenflong 

To wrap the fair chad's form. 
Where stfll their wet long streamaiB eioiig) 

All tangled by the storm. 

Aadbeantifol 'midst that wild seeMy 

Oleam'd up the boy's dead face. 
Like Slumber's trastmgly seraie. 

In melancholy grace. 
Vft&a in her bosom lay his head. 

With half-shut violet eye— 
He had known little of her dread^ 

Naught of Ijier agony ! 

Oh ! human Love, whose Teamisg h«iurt, 

Through all thmgs Tainiy true, 
So stamps upon thy mortal part 

Its passionate adieu— 
purely thou hast another lot. 

There is some home for thee, 
fThere thou shalt rest, remembering not 

The moaning of the sea ! 
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A VOYAGER'S DREAJH OF LANB. 



^His very heart atbirtt 

To gaze at Nature in her green array, 
Upon the sbip't tall aide he stands, possessed 
With visions prompted by intense desire ; 
Fair fields appear below, sach as lie left 
Far distant, sach as he would die to find — 
He seeks tlieB headlong, and is seen no more. 



Cowper* 



Thb hollow dash of warei !^the ceaseless roar ! 
Silence, fe billows — jtr mjpoxd no more ! 

There 's a spring in the woods bj my sonny home, 
Aiar from the du-k sea's tossing foam ; 
.Oh ! the fall of that fountain is sweet to hear, 
As a song from the shore to the. sailor's ear. 
And the sparkle which up to the sun it throws, 
Through the feathery fern, and the oUtc boughs^ 
And the gleam on its path as It steals away 
Into deeper shades from the sultry day. 
And the large water-lilies that o'er its bed 
Their pearly leaves to the soft light spread. 
They nannt me !— I dream of that bright spring's flow, 
I thurst for its riJls, like a wounded roe. 

Be still, thou sea-tnrd. with thy clanging cry, 
My spirit sli^ens as thy wing sweeps by ! 

Know ye my home, with the lulling sound 
Of leaves from the lime and the chesnnt round? 
Know ye it, brethren, where bower'd it ii|^ 
Under the purple of southern skies 7 ^^ 
With the streamy gold ol the sun that shines 
In through the cloud of its clustering Tines, 
And the breath of the fainting myrtle-flowers. 
Borne from the mountains in dewr hours, ^^ 
And the fire-fly's glance through the darkening shades, 
lake shooting start in the forest-glades, 
And the scent of the citron at eve's dim fall-^ 
Speak !— have ye known, have ye felt them all ? 

The heavjr-roUing surge, the rocking mast ! 
Hatk!— ^ve my dreitm's deep muvic way, thoulfcst ! 
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Oh ! the glad foands of the joyoiM earth ! 

Hie notea of the sinking cica(a*s mirtl^ 

The murmnrs that live in the moontam-pmeiy 

The 6i|;hiii2 of reeds as the day declines, 

The wingt) Bitting home throoffh the crimson glow 

That steeps the woods when the snn is low, 

The Tolce of the niebt-bird that sends a thrill 

To the heart of the leares when the winds are stitt — 

I hear them ! — around me the^ rise, they swell. 

They claim back my spirit with Hope to dwell, 

They come with a breath from the fresh sfHring-tJnie, 

And waken my youth in its hoar of prime. 

The white foam dashes high — away, away^ 

Shroud my green land no more, thon blinding spray ! 

It is there !— down the moontains I see the sweep 
Of the chesnnt forests, the rich and deep ; 
With the burden and «ory of flowers that they wete, 
Floating upborne on tne blue summer-air, 
And the lieht pourine throush them in tender gleams, 
And the flashing forth of a uiousand streams. 
— Hold me not, brethren, I go, I go, 
To the hills of mv youth, where the myrtles blow. 
To the depths ot the woods, where the shadows rest. 
Massy and still, on the greensward's breast, 
To the rocks that resound with the water's play— 
I hear the sweet laugh of my fonnt— give way ! 
Gire way ! — the booming surge, the tempest's roar> 
The seA-foiird^s wail, shalTrez my soul ho more. 
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THE GRATE OF KORICBR. 

Ohailes Theodore Korner^ the celebrated yoang Germaa 
]poet and foldier, was killed in a fkirmiMh with a detachment 
of French troops, on the 20th of August 1813, a few h^ars after 
the eompofition of his popular piece, ** The Sword Song." 
He was Daried at the village.of Wobbelin in Mecklenburg, 



r a beaotifnl oak, in a recess of which he had frequehtly 
de|K>sited verses eoosposed by him while campaigning in its 
Ticinity. The monument erected to hit memoir is of oast 
iron, aind the upper part is wrought into a lyre and a sword, a 
laToarite emblem of Komer's, from which one of his works had 
been entitled. Near the grave of the poet is that of hin only 
sifter, who died of grief for his loss, having only survived him 
kmc enough to complete his portrait, and a drawing of hia 
boriaUplaoe. Over the gate ot the cemetery is engraved one 
of his own lines. 

« Vergiss die treuen Todten nicht." 
»iyt not the fiuthlol Dead." 



Sae Downat^LetUn from Mecklenburg^ and Konm'a 
JProsocseAe A^$idze^ wm C. A, Tiedge, 



QftBBH wave the oak for ever o'er thv rest, 
Thoa that beneath its crowning (oUage sleepeit, 

And, in the stillness of thy country's breast. 
Thy place of memory, as an altar, keepest ; 

Brigfattr thy spirit o'er ner hiUs was pourd, 
^ Thou of the Lyre and Sword ! 

Best, Bard, rest Soldier !— J^ the father's hand 
Here shall the child of after years be led, 

With his wreath-offering silently to stand. 
In the hnsh'd nresence of the glorious d«ad. 

Soldier and Bard ! for thou thy path hast trod 
With Freedom and with Ood. * 



»f Kfirnsr, which were chiefly devoted W (fee cause of 
strikiofly disUofuisbed by religioqtWl Mni i, and a 
Supreme Justfe« fnr the final dslnrMMe of Gerioany. 
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The oftk wared prondl j o'er thy burial rite, 
Ob tfaj crownM bier to shunber warrion bore thee. 

And witn tme hearti thy brethren of the fight 
Wept af they Tail'd their drooping banners o'er thee f 

And the deep siins with rolling pealme token, 
That Lyre and Swoid w0re Mtdcen. 

Thou haat a hero'i tomb— a lowlier bed 
It her*, the senile siii beside thee lying. 

Thegentle gin, that Dow'd her fiur young nead. 
When tbmi wert gone, in tilent conrow dying. 

Brother, true friend ! the tender and the brave- 
She phBMd to share thy grave. 

Fame was thy gift from others— but for Aer, 
ToVhom the wide world held that only spot— 

She loved thee— lov^ in yomr lives ye were. 
And in yoor early deaths divided pat. 

Then hast thine oa(, thy trophy— what hath she ? 
—Her own blest place by thee ! - 

It was thjr spirit, brother ! which had made 
The brig|ht world glorious to her thoughtful eye, 

Since first m childhood 'midst the vines ye play'd. 
And sent glad singing through the free blue sky. 

Te were but two— and when that spirit pass'd. 
Wo, to the one, the^last! ^ 

Wo, yet not long— ehelinger'd but to trace * 
Tlune image from the image in her breast, 

Once, once again to see that buried face 
But smile upon her. ere she went to rest. 

Too sad a smue ! its living light was o'er— 
It answer'd hers no more. 

The earth grew silent when thy voice departed, 
The home too lonely whence thy step had fled— 

What then was left for her, |he faithfnl-hearted ?— 
Death, death, to still the yearning for the dead. 

Softly she perish'd— be the Flower deplored, 
Uere with the Lyre and Sword. 

Have ye not met ere now ?— so let those tmst 

That meet for moments but to part for years, 
That weep, watch, pray, to hold back dust fromdmst,- 

That love, where Jove is but a fount o( tears. 
Brother, swfet sister I peace around ye dwell— 
J^yre, Sword, and Flower^ farewell ! 
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THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 

Thet grew in beauty, tide by side, 

They fill'd one home with glee— 
Their graves are tever'd far and wide, 

By mount, and stream, and sea. 

The same fond mother bent at night 
O'er each fair sleeping brow ; 
» l^he had each folded flower in nght-*- 
Where are those dreamers now ? 

One, 'midst the forests of the West, 

By a dark stream is laid— 
The Indian knows his place of rest, 

Far in the cedar shade. 

The SM^ the blue lone sea, hath one^ 

He lies where pearls lie deep — 
He was the loyed of all, yet none 

O'er his low bed may weep. 

One sleeps where southeni Tinei are drest^ 

Abore the noble slain ; 
He wrapt his colours roimd his breast, 

On a blood-red field of Spain. 

And one--o'er her the myrtle showers 

Its leaves, by soft winds fann'd ; 
She faded 'midst Italian flowers, 

The last of that bright band. 
And parted thus they rest, who play'd 

Beneath the same 4Nn tree ; 
Whose voices mingledis they pray'd 

Around one parent knee ! 

They that with smiles lit up the hall. 

And cheer'd with song tne hearth- 
Alas ! for love, if thou wert all. 
And naught bayood, Oh earth ! 
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THE LAST WISH. 

Go to the foreft shade, 

Seek thoa the well-known g;lade 
Where, heavy with sweet dew, the Tiolets lie ; 

Gleamine thmueh nsoss-tiifls deep, 

Like dan eyes fill'd with sleep. 
And bathed in hues of summer's midnight sky. 

Biinj^ me their buds, to shed ^ * 

Around my dying bed 
A breath of May, and of the wood's repose ; 

For I, m sooth, depart 

With a reluctant heart, ' 

That fain woidd linger where the bright sun glowa. 

Pain would I stay with thee— 

Alas ! this must not be ; 
Tet bring me still the gifts of happier hours ! 

Go where the fr^untain's breast 

Catches, in glassy rest. 
The dim green light that poors through lanrd bowcn. 

I know how softly brisbti 

Steep*d in that tender light, 
The water-lines tremble there, e'en now ; 

Go to the pure stream's edee, 

And from its whispf ring sedge 
Bring me those flowers, to cool ray fever'd brow. 

Then, as in hope's jomg days, 

Track then the antiqu^naze 
Of the rich garden, to its grassy mound ; 

There is a lone white rose, 

Shedding, in sudden snows. 
Its faint leaves o'er the emerald turf around. 

Well know'st thou that fair tree ! 

—A murmur of the bee 
Dwells ever in the honey'd lime above; 

Bfte me one pearly flower, 

<JP9Ji) its clustering ghower— *•* 
For on thtfiijpM we first rateiO^ our love ! 
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Gather one woodbine bough, 

Then, from the lattice low 
Of fhe bowerM cottage which I bade thee made, 

When by the hunlet last 

Throng^ dim wood-lanei we pasa'd. 
Where dews were glancing to the glow-worm's spirkt 

Haste I to my pillow bear 

Those fragrant things, and fair— > 
My hand no more may bindthem op at ere | 

Tet shall their odour soft 

One bright dream round me waft. 
Of Ufe, youth, summer— all that I must leare ! 

And oh ! if thou woaldst ask. 

Wherefore thy steps I task 
The groye, the stream, the Immlet-Tale to traee ; 

— Tis that some thought of me^ 

When I am gOBft^ may be 
The spirit bound to each famiuar place* 

I bid mine image dwell, 

(Oh ! break thou not the speU f ) 
In the deqswood, and by the fountain si( 

Thou must not, my betored ! 

Roye where we two haye royed. 
Forgetting her that in her spring-time died 



A MONAHGH'S DEATH-BED. 

The Efloperor Albert of Uapsbonr, who was atMssiasted by his 
nephew^ afterwards called John the Parricide, was left to die by Ae 
wajr-iide, and was rapported in his last momenti by a female peasant, 
who happened to be paming. 

A MONARCH on his death-bed lay- 
Did censers waft perfume. 

And soft lamps pour their silyery ray. 
Through his proud chamber's gloom ? 

He lay upon a greensward bed, 
Beneath a dariLening sh^^ 

A lone troe waving o'er fats head, 
A swift stream rolling by. 
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B«d be then fallen, m warrion fall, 

Where spear strikes fire from spear 7 
Was there a banner for bis pall, 

A buckler for bis bier ? — 
Not so— nor cloven shields nor helms 

Had strewn th«- bloody 8od, 
Wber^ he, the helpless lord of realmf. 

Yielded his sonl to God. 
Were there not friends, with words of cbccr. 

And priucelv vassals nigh ? 
And pnests, the crucifix to rear 

Before the fading eye ?— 
, A peasant girl, that royal head 
; ' Upon hcHbosom laid ; 

AnoL shrinlEing not for woman's dread, 

The face of death surrey'd. 

Alone she sat — ^from hill and wood 

Red sank the roournful sun ; 
Fast gttsh*d the fount of noble blood, 

Treason its worst had done ! 
With he^ loB2 hair she vainly press'd 

The Woands, to staunch their tide— 
Unknowik on that meek humble breaft, 

Imfierlu, Albert died ! 



THE HOUR OF DEATH. 

LBAfES haiib their time to fall, « 

And flowers to Hith<A' at the north- wind's brealli, 

And btars fb set-— but all, 
ThoQ hast ail keasobs for thine own, oh! DeaUi. 

Day f$ fqf mortal care, 
Eve for glad nietiings round the j<7oae hearth, 

Night for the dreams of slet-p, the voiee off pwyet— 
But all for thee,«thou Mightiest of the earth. 

The banquet hath its hour, 
Its feverish boor ^ of mirth, and song, and wine ; 

There ^omes a day for griefs overwhelming power, 
A time for «oft«| tears— bttt all are tt^. 
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VoQth and the opening rote ' 
Itf aj look like things too gloriooii for deeey, 

And imile at thee — but thon art not or tboie 
That wait the ripen'd bloom to «eize their prey. 

Leaves havp their time to fall, 
And flowf rs to wither at the north-wind'« breath. 

And stars to set — bat all, 
Thon hast all aeasons for thine own, oh ! Death. 

} We know when moons shall wane. 
When simmer-birds from far shall cross the sea, 

Whttn autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grais— 
Bot who shall teach us when to look tor thee ?~ 

Is it when Spring's firbt gale 
Cornea forth to whisper where the violets lie ? ^ 
Is it when rosec in our path* grow pale?«- 
They have one season-^a// are ours to die ! 

Thoo art where billows foam, 
Thoo art where mosic melts upon the air ; 

Thon art around us in our peaceful home. 
And the world calls us forth — and thon art there. 

Thon art where friend meets friend, 
Beneath the shadow of th* elm to rest— 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and tmmpeti reid 
The ikies, and swonls beat down the princely erett 

Leaves have their time to fall. 
And flowers to wither at the mirth- wind's breath, . * " 

And stars to set— ilt all, 
Thon hatt aliseasooafor thilie own, oh ! Death. 



THB RELEASE OF TASSO. 

TatRB eamt a bard to Rome ; he brought a Iirre 
Of sounds to peal through Home's triumphant sky. 
To monrn a hero on his funeral pyre, 
Or greet a conqueror with its war-notes high ; 
For on each chor'l had faUen the gift ol fire, 
~ - -- 1 Victory— 



Tlie living breath of Power and ^ 

Yet he, iu lord, (he sovereign city's guest, 

Sigfa'd bot toflte away, ana b« at reit. 
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He teoiu^t A spirit whose ethfifeal birtb 
Was oftt« loftiest, and h^om huoAB hftd been 
Amidst the manrels and the ponps of earth, 
Wild faiiy-bowcrs, and groves of daathleas |reen, 
And fields where mail-clad bosoms prore their wortliy 
When flashing swords light np the stormy scene- 
He broueht a weaiy heart, a wasted firame, — 
The Child of Visions from a dongeon oame. 
On the Wne waters, as in joy they sweep, 
With starli^t floating o'er their swells and mils, 



On the blue waters of the Adrian deep, 
His nnmbers had been song— and in the 
Where, through the rich foliage if a sunbeam peep. 



It seems Heaven's wakening to the sculptor'd walliiy — 

Had princes Ustened to those lofty strains. 

While the high soul they burst from, pined in ohains. 

And in the summer-gardens, where the spray 
Of founts, fru^ianeing from their marble bed. 
Rains on the flowering mjrUes in its play. 
And the sweet Itmes. and glamy learea that spread 
Round the deep goloen citrona— «'er his lay 
Dark eyes, dark, soft, Italian eyes had shed 
Warm tears, fas t-elitterinff in tnat sun, whose light 
Was a forbidden ^ory to ms sight 

Oh ! if it be that wizard ngn and spdl. 
And talisman had power of old to bind. 
In the dark chambers of some cavern-cell, 
Or knotted oak^ the spirits of the wind, 
Things of the lightiiing*pinion, wont to dWell 
High o'er the reach of eagles, and to find 
Joy in the rush of storms — even such a doomr 
Was that high minstrel's in his dungeon-gloom. 

But he was free at last !— the glorious land 

Of the wlHte Alps and pine^crown'd Apennines, 

Along whose shore the sapphire seas expand, 

And ue wastes teem wHh myrtle, and tne shrines 

Of long-forgotten gods firomNature's hand 

Receive bright offerings still ; with all its vines, 

And rocks, and ruins, clear before him lay— 

The seal was taken from the founts of day. 

T^winds came o'er hjs cheek ,* the soft wmds, blending 

AtAnmmer-sounds and odours in their sigh ; 

The orange-groves waved round ; the hills were sending 

Thtsir brubistreuns down ; the free birds darting by. 

And the blue festal heavens above him bending, 

As if to fold a wolld where none eonld die4 
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And who was fie' that look'd apon tkete things ? 

— ^If but of earth, yet one whose thoaght« were wiags 

To bear him o'er creation ! and whose mind 
Was as an air-harp, wakening to the sway 
Of sanny Natare'v oreathin^ onconfined. 
With all the mystic harmonies that lay 
Far in the slumber of its chords enshrined, 
Till the light breeze went thrilling on its way. 
»There was no sound that wander'd througb the iky. 
Bat told him secrets in its melody. 

Was the deep forest lonely unto him 

With all its whispering leaves ? Bach dell and f^ade 

Teem'd with such forms as on the moss-clad bnm 

Of fountains, in their sparry grottoes, play'd. 

Seen by the Greek of yore tlvoueh twiugnt dim, 

Or misty-noontide in the lanrel-snade. 

—There is no solitude on earth so deep 

As that where man decrees that man snoold weep ! 

But oh ! the life in Nature's green domains, 

The breathing sense of joy ! where flowers are springiBg 

By starry thoudands, on tne slopes and plains, 

And the gray rocks— and all the arch'd woods ringing. 

And the young branches trembling to the strains 

Of wild-born creatures, through the sunshine wingiag 

Their fearless flight— ^^md sylvan echoes round, 

Mingling all tones to one Eolian sound ; 

And the zlad voice, the laughing voice of streams, *" 

And the low cad^pe of the silvery sea. 

And reed-notes f^m the mountains, and the beami 

Of the waAa sun — all these are for the free t 

And the^ were hut once more, the bard whose dreams 

Their spirit still iiad haunted.— Could it be 

That he had borne th«* chain ?— oh I who shall dare 

To say how much man's heart uncrmth'd may bear ? 

80 deep a root hath hope ! but wo for this, 
Our frail mr>rtality, that auj^ht so bright. 
So almost burthen''d with excess of bliss. 
As the rich hour which back t«> summer's light 
Calls the worn aaptive, with the gentle kiss 
Of winds, and guoh of waters, ami the sight 
Of the green earth, must so be bonflfht with years 
Of the heart's fever, parching up its tears ; 

And feeding a slow fire on all its powers, 
Until the boon for which we gasp in vain. 
If hardly won at length, too late made ours 
When the sod's wing is broken, oomss likes rain 
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Withheld till CTeninff, on the itatelT flowert- 
Whioh withered in the noontide, ne^er again 
To lift their heads in gioi7.~So doth Earth 
Breathe on her gifU, and melt away their worth. 

The sailor dies in sight of that green shore, 

Whose fields, inshunbering beautr, aeem'd to lie 

On the deep's foam, amidst its hoUow roar 

CalTd up to sonli|;ht bj his fantasy — 

And, when the shming desert-mists that wore 

The lake's bright seinblance, have been all paas'd b j. 

The pilrrim sinks beside the fonntain-wave, 

Whiefa flashes firom its rock, too late to saye. 

Or if we live, if that, too dearly booght. 

And made too preeioos by long hopes and feua, 

Remains oar own— love, darken'd and o'erwronght 

By memoiy of pri?atioin. love, which wears 

And easts o'er hfe a trenbled hue of thonght, 

Becomes the shadow of our dosing yean, 

Maldng it almost ndseiy to possess 

Aoght, watch'd with such nnqniet tenderness. 

Snchonto him, the bard, the worn and wild, 
And side widi hope deferred, from whom the sky, 
With Mits clouds in bornipg gtny piled, 
Had been skui^ont by long captivtty ; 
Snob, freedom was to Tasso.— As a ehild 
Is to the mother, whose fiy^bodmg eye 
In its to« radiant glancikvom day to day, 
, Raids that which calls Oie brjg|(te4 first |Hay. 

And he became « wande^ei-i^ wfaofe hrSK, 

Wild fear, which, e'en when ererv- sense doth sleep. 

Clings to the bnriiin|; heart, a wakeftd guest, 

Satbrooding as a ^rit, raised to keep 

Its gloomy Tigil of intense unrest 

O'er treasmres, borthening Hfe. and boned deep 

In caTem-tomb, and sooght, uroagh shades and stealth, 

By some pale mortal, trembling at his wealth. 

Bat wo for those who trample o'er a mind ! 
A deathless tldng.— They know not what they do. 
Or what they deal with !^Man perchance may bind 
The flower nis step hath brnised ; or light anew 
The torch he. qaenehes ; or to mtsic wmd 
Again the lyre^>strinff from his (ouch that flew— 
Bat for the sool !— oh ! tremble, and beware 
To lay rode hfBds apon God's raysterteA thei^e i 



d by Google 



X^BO A2fl> HIS SISTEK. 323 

ISor blindness wraps that world— our touch mar torn 
Some balance, fearfully and darkly hung, 
Or pot oat some bright spark, whose ray should bum 
To point the way a thousand roc4u amon^^— 
Or break some subtle cham, which none ^scem, 
Thoneh bindiiig down the terrih^, the strong, 
Th' o^rs weeping passions— whiifa to loose on life 
Is to 9et free the elements for strife ! 

Wlib^hen t^ power and glory shall restore 

That which our eril rashness hath undone ? 

Who unto mystic harmony once more 

Attone those riewless chords ?— There is but One ! 

He that through dust the stream of life can poor, 

The Miehty and the Merciful alone ! 

— ^Tet oft His paths haye midnigl^t for their shade— 

He leaves to man the ruin man hath made !— 



<' DevantvtiU!i mst ^i^Kif« ; \i*MnKjitmt !n ^c^ur deTafse,quan{l 
il Tint en p^l^rin d^^mnrimNt Ptiiifi ob^fcbjLinii^, un asile contre Pin- 
,iastice d« prir»ce#'— SciTniijgiicH f,^^A^^»iijiit presque ^ar^ ■« 
raiion; il ne l(]l7aitutplLJi<)Vl}id4|^^^^B> Corinne. 

' •? Sbr sat» whore on ^ncb t^H^R sighM 

Ttc citron's breatb *feiitP^ j 
Wbile Urn deep ffMtl ftf evtiitide 

Buru'd in tbellaliaii akf. 
Her bow^^r was one wbtre dajlighl'i close ,^ 

f flH oft aweel laughter founJj . ^ 

As thence thu vyioe t>f <;hildihood rose 

To the high vineyards round. 
But still and thoughtful, at her knee, 

Her children stood that hour, 
Their bursts of song, and dancing glee, 

Hush'd as by words of power. 
With bright, flx'd, wondering eyes that gazed 
; Up to their mother's face ; 

With brows throush parting ringteis raieed, • 

They stood in silent grace. 
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yg^fl^ ahe-^et something o'er her look 

Of mowDndnesf was spread — 
Forth from a poct't magic book 

The glorious nombera read ; 
The proud, ond^ring ^J» which pourd 

Its light on evil yeara: 
Hit of the gifted Fen and Sword, *** 

The triomph and the teara. 

She lead of fair Erminia'a flight, 

Which Venice once might hear 
Smig on her glittering teaa at night, 

By many a gondobtr ; ^ ^ 
Of him ahe read, who broke the charm 

That wrapt the myrtle grove : 
Of Godfrey'adeeda, of Tancred's arm, 

That slew hia Paynim lo?«* 

Young cheeka around that bright page glow'd, 
Toung holy hearts were stirr'd ; 

And the meek teara of woman flowM 
Faat o'er each baming word. 

And aounds of breeze, and fount, and leaf. 
Came sweet each pause between ; 

#'l.iu <t .LraiJ^i I nice t4 auddvE ^ncf 
Burtft &n tUti gt title scene. 

Tlie mother turn*^H-a waj-worn muBj 

In pilgrirD gar^jPr^od tiigb. 
Of fit*t% noieniif«t wiltl and wmi, 

Of prnad, yet«g|M» ^^J't. ^ ^, 
Bot dropa that WJ^^P'^^ «*"y ^^'^ pide, 

Froni that daf^^ gmh'd irnf 
Ai presiiftg his pWbrow, he cried j 
» % " Forgoit«n \ e'en by ihee I 

« Am I so changed ?— and yet we two « 
Oft hand in hand have play'd — 

This brow hath been all bathed in dew, 
From wreaths which thou hast made. 

We have knelt down and said one prayer. 
And sung one vesper strain— 

My thoughts are dim with clouds of care- 
Tell me4li09e words again ! 



*" It is siMirsialy oeeessaiy to recnli the well known Italian sajiB^, 
Chmt Torso m6> bis sword and pen was superior to all men. 
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"life hath been honj om my head ; 

I eome, a strickea deer, 
Bearioc the heart, 'midst erowdf thatUed, 

To Meed in stUineis here." 



I thoughts that long had il^t, 
[ all her thrilling fame — 
She fell apon his neck, and wept. 
And breathed her brother's i 



Her brother't name ! — and who was he. 

The weary one, th' unknown. 
That came, the bitter world to flee, 

A stranger to his own ? ^ 

•—He was the bard of gifts divine. 

To sway the hearts of men ; 
He of the song for Salem's sturine, 

He of th^ Sword aatf Pen! 



TO THE POET WO^psWORTH. 

Thine is a strain to read among the UHs, 

The old and full of voice8~-by the source 

Of some free stream, whocfe gladdening presence fills 

The .solitude with sound — for in its course 

Even such is thy deep song, that seems a part 

Of those high scenes, a fountain from their heart. 

Or its calm spirit fitly may be taken 
To the still br^st^ in some sweet garden-bowers, 
Where summer winds each tree's low tones awaken, 
'And bud and bell with changes mark the hours. 
There let thy thoughts be with me, while the day 
Sinks with a golden and serene decay. 

Or by some hearth where happy faces meet. 
When night hath hush'd th Aroods with aU their bin2?, 
rChere, from some Kentie voice, that lay were sweet . 
As ana^ue music, fink'd with household words. 
While, in pleased murmurs, woroanls lip might move, 
And the raised eye of childhc * " 



I eye of childhood shine in love. 
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Or wbeic flie AiAmi •£ dMdK ad«Bi* yeiw 
Biood sQeiitbr o'er wmt lone *"2»-8!®™r- 

A fa«S^ t kinfiiig, M of ipmg, •wuad , 
FromSToifn dow of hope mad courage M|^ 
And gtead&flt ndtli's Tietoriow eoHtenqj. 

Tree bi«l end lioly !-4hoo art e'tn ■■ one 
Who, by iome tecret gift of 1^ or c je, , 
In mti ipot benertfa the gmding tm, 

Umeen awhile theySeep-^till, towA'd by thee, 
^^ bSaihWrmTe.^oW 16^^ to each gUd ^woidfler 
free! 



THE SONG OF THE CURFEW. 

{Loft ! from the dhn chnrch-tower, 
The deep, slow ciirfew'9 chune! 
AH^ry soimd onto hall and bower, 

^^ui EUigland's olden time ! 
Sadly twa« heard by hfcn who came 

From the fields of hii toil at night, 
And ^o might not tee his own hearth's flamt 
In his^ldren's eyes make light. 

Sadly and sternly heard ,^ , , 
As it qoenchM the wood-fire's glow, 
Whieh had cSeer'dthe board, with the mirthful word, 

And the red wine's foaming flow 
Until that snllen, booming kneU, 
Flong ont from erery fane. 
Onlwrp, andlip, and snirit fell, . 
wSfli a weight, and with a chain, . 

Wo for the wanderer then 

In the wild-deer's forests te ! 
No cottage lamp, to the hannts of men, 

Might smde him as a star. 
And wo for bun, whose wakefid sonl, 

With lone aspirings flU'd, 
Would have liv'do'cr some immortal scroll., 
While the sounds of earth were stiU'd- 
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And yet a dtapcr wo, 

For the wttohwi by the bed, 
Where the fondly lovod, in pain lay low, 

And reit foniook ththead. 
For the mother doom'd utueen to keep 

By the dying babe her plaee, 
And to feel its flittinr pnlae, and weep, 
Tetnotbehddttffiu^! 

Darimeif, m chieftain'i hall ! 
Darlmeis, fai peasant's cot ! 
WhQe Freedom, miaer that shadowy pal^ 

Sat monninf o'er her lot. 
Oh ! the fireside's peaee we well may prize, 

For blood hath flow'd like rain, 
Pow'd forth to make sweet sanetiiaries 
Of England's homes again ! 

Heaptheynle-ftgots hiriu 

TrUldie redfight^Vhe room! 
It is home's own hour, ||^a the stormy diy 

Grows thiek wit9|y«Bing gloom. 
Gatiier ye romid the hd7 hearth. 
And by its dbuldeonu^ blaze, 
XTnto thanklia uSsswewiD change ovr mizth. 
With a thoi^t of (he olden daya* 



HYMN FOR CHRISTXAS^ 

Oh! lorehTToieesof theaky 

Which hyain'd the Savioar's birth. 
Are ye not singing still on high, 
Te that sang, "Peace on earth" ? 
To OS yet speak the strains ■ 

WhereKtui, in time gone by, 
ITe bless Vhe Syrian swains. 
Oh! voices of the st^t 

Oh! clear and shining lij^t,iHiosebeam9 
That hour Heaven's gloir died, 

Aronnd the nahns, a»d o^ the streams, 
hvA on the ^M^dieid's head. ^ 
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Be near, tfarongh life and deatb. 
As in that holiest night 

Of hmpe, and )ay, and feith— 
Oh f dear and ihining light ! 

Oh ! star which led to Him, whose lore 
Brooght down man's ransom free- 
Where art thoQ ?— 'midst the host aboTe, 
May we still gaxe on thee ? 
In Hf aven thon art not set, 

Thy rays earth loay not dim ; 
Send them to Kuid« «» yet. 
Oh ! star which led to Him ! 



CHJRIST STILLING THE TEMPEST. 

" nut the ship was now in the midst of the sea, tossed with wav«t 
for thawind was eontrary.**— ^ MaUhnOf xiv. 24. 

Fear was within the tossing bark, 

When stormy winds grew loud ; 
And waves came rolling high and dark, 

And the tall mast was bow'd. 

And men stood breathless In their dread. 

And baffled in their skill — 
Bot One was there, who rose and said 

To the wild sea, << Be still !" 

And the wind ceased— it ceased!— that word 

Pass'd through the gloomy sky ; 
The troubled billows knew their Lord, 

And sank beneath his eye. 

And slumber settled on the jjpp. 

And silence on the blast, ^ 
As when the righteous falls asleep, 

When death's fierce thj^ are past. 

Thou that didst rule the angry hour. 

And tame the tempest's mood— 
Oh ! send thy spirit forth in power, 

O'er our dark souls to brood f 
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Thou that didst bow the billow's pride, 

Thr mandates to falfil— 
SpeaJc, speak to passion's ranng tide. 

Speak and say— « Peace, be still !*' 



CHRISTY AGONY W THE GARDEN. 

Hs knelt— 4he SaTioor kneh and pray'd, 

When but His Father's eye 
Look'd tfaroni^ the lonely garden's shadei 

On that dread agony ! 
The Lord of all, aWe, beneath, ^ 
Was bow'd with sorrow onto demtlL 

The sm set in a fearfol hoar. 

The skies might weU now din, 
When this mortality had power 

So to o'ershadow Ifim 1 
That He who me man's breath m^i^t know. 
The rery depths of homan wo. 

He knew them all— the doubt, tbt strife, 

The fidnt. perpleziiK drea^ 
The mists tnid hang o'er partutt; life, 

AUdariien'd ronnd His head ! 
And the Delirerer knelt to pray— 
Tet pass'd it not, that eop, away. 

It pass'd'not— though the stormy wave 

Had saiA[ beneath His tread: * 
It Mss'd not— tboogh to Him the grave 

Had yielded op its dead. 
But there was sent Him from on high 
A gift of strength, for man to die.* 

And was Hit mortal hour beset 

With anguish and dinnay ? \ 

—How may we iri|et our conflict yet, 

In the dark, naffow way ? 
How, but through Him, thatpath who trod ? 
Sare, or we peruh. Son of Ctod ! 

* " And tbero oppetred an angel onto him (Vom heavem itfDngfhf- 
ening him."— 5(. Luk9j xxii. 43. 

28* 
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THE SUNBEAM. 



Trov tit BO lingerer in monareh't hall, 
A joy thoo art, and a wettlth to ftll ! 
A bMrer of lume apon land and sea— 
Sonbeiun! what gift hath the world like thee ? 



Thoo art walking the billows, and Ocean i 
Thon hast tonch'd with glory his thoosand «■!••— 
Thou bast lit «p the ihipi, and the feathery foam, 
And gladden'd the sailor, Uke words from home. 

To the solemn depths of the forest-shades, 
Thon art strearoins on through their green ^f^^^* 
And the qmrering leaves that have caught thy gloir, . 
lake fire-flies gbinee to t)ie pools below. 

I looM on the mountains— a vapour lay 
Folding their heights in iU dark array ; 
Thou breakest forth— and the mist became 
A crown and a man^e of Uiiog flame. 

I IooIeM on the peasant's lowly cot- 
Something of sadness had wrapt the spot ; 
But a gle«m of thee on its casement fell, 
And it laugh'd into ffeauty at thai bright spell. 

To the earth's wild places a guest Aou art, 
Flushing the waste like the rose's heart ; 
And thou scornest not, from thy pomp to shed 
A tender light un the ruin's head. 

Thou tak'st through tbe dim church-aisle thy way, 
And its pillars from t«vtl4ght flash foMh to day, 
And its nigh pale tombs, with their W»phies old, 
Are bathed in a flood as (tf burning gold. 

And thou tumest not from the humblest grave, 
Where a flower to the sighing winds may wave ; 
Thoa soatUrest its gloom tike the dreams of rest, 
Thou sleep«il in lore on it» grassy hceast. 
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Sunbeam of summer, oh ! what it like thee ? 
Hope of the wUdernem, joy of the sea ! 

. — One thing it like thee, to mortals riTen,— . 

"X^tt fidth, tonehing all things with the hoes of ^Hearei. 



THE TRAYEI^LER AT THE SOURCE OF 
THE NILE. 

fxi snaset's light o'er Afrie thrown, 

A wanderer proudly stood 
Beside the well-spring, deep and lone. 

Of Egypt's awful ifood; 
The cradle of that mighty birth, 
So long a hidden thing to earth. 

He heard its life's first mormuring sound, 

A low mysterious tone ; 
A music sought, but never found 

By kings and warriors gone ; 
He ustsn'd— and his heart beat high-> 
That was the song of victoiy ! 

The rapture of a conqueror's mood 

Rnsh'd burning through his frame, * 

The depths of that green solitude 

Its torrents could not tame. 
Though stillness lay, with eve's last smile, 
Round those calm fountains of the Nile. 

Nisfat came with stars i — across his soul 

There swept a sudden change, 
Ev'n at the pilgrim's glorious goal, 

A shadow dark and strange, 
Breathed from the thought, so swift to fall 
Cer triumph^s hova^AndU tki» all 7 

No more than this !— what seem'd it now 

First by that spring to stand ? 
A thousand streams m Welier flow 

Bathed his own mountain land ! 
Whence, far o'er waste and ocean track. 
Their wild sweet roioes eall'd him back. 
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They oi»U'd Mm bidt to mtiiy a glade, 
Hit diiUhood'i haniit of rfay. 

Whore brigW^ttiroogh thelkjeclieii Bhad& 
Their 4hitenglukeed away; 

Thev caird him, with their •ounding wares. 

Bade to Ut fiitiiera' hiUt and graces. 

But darfclT miagling with the thought 

Ofeachfemfflar.wsenc. 
Row up a fearfid tmIoh, nranght 

With all that lay between: 
The Aiab'i lance, the desert's gloom. 
The whirling sandf, the red nmoom! 

Where was the glow of power and pride? 
Theipiritbomtoroam' 

His wewy heart ^"f^f^'J^ 
With yearnings for his home ; 

He wept—the ftaii of Afric's heaven 

BiSeld his burttmg tewr^ 
Ev'n on that spot where fate had giren 

The meed of toiling years. 
^Oh happiness I how ftr we flee 
Thine own sweet p^ths m search of thee .* 



THE VAUDOIS VAliliEYS* 

Yes, tfiouhast met the scn^ last tmile, 
From the haunted hiUs of Rome ; 

Bt many a bright JSgean isle. 
Thouluuit seen the billowi foam : 



• The arrival of Bruce at what he conaidered to *»£« wurc« 
the m^ WM follw^d almost immediatelyby f^^^^'*fJZ 
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SVom the silence of the Pyramid 

Th(m hast watch'd the folemn flow 
Of the Nile, that with its waters hid * 

The ancient realm below: 

Thy heart hath bom'd as shepherds smg 

Some wild and warlike strain, 
Where the Moorish horn once proudly mag 

ThroQgh the pealing hills of Spain : 

And o'er the lonely Grecian streams 

ThoD hast beard the laurels moan, 
With a sound yet murmuring in thy dreams 

Of the glory that is gone. 

But so thou to the pastoral vales 

or the Alpine mountains old, 
If thou wouldst hear immortal tales 

By the wind's deep whispers told ! 

G o. if thou loT'st the soil to tread. 

Where man hath nobly striven. 
And life, like incense, hath been shed. 

An offering unto Heaven. 

For o'er the snows, and round the pines. 

Hath swept a noble flood ; 
The nurture of the peasant's vines 

Hath been the martyr's blood ! 

A spirit, stronger than the sword. 

And loftier man despair. 
Through all the heroic region pour'd. 

Breathes in the generous air. 

A memory clings to every steep 

Of long-enduring faith. 
And the sounding streams glad record keep 

Of courage unto death. 

Ask of the peasant where hit sires 

For truth and freedom bled, 
Ask, where were lit the tortning fires, 

Where Uy the holy dea4 ; 

And he will teU thee, all around, . •* 

On fount, and turf, and stone, 
Far as the chamois* foot can bound. 
Their itliM have been sown ! -r^r^^]^ 
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Go, wlien the tabbttii bell is keard* 

Ua tltroQch the wildf to float, 
IThL the cUtfk old broods and caves are stirra 

tt gladness by tbe note ; 

When forfli, along their thousand riUa^ 

The mountain people come, 
Join thou theii; worship on those hills 

Of glorious martyrdom. 

And while te song of praise ascends. 

And while the torrent's voice 
Xdke the swell of raanj an organ blends, 

Then leiti^y soul rqoice t 

Reioice, that hmnan heart, throogfa scorn, 
' Through shame, tiirough death, made strongs 
Before £e rodcs and heavens have borne 
Witnesa of God so long ! , 



THE SON€» or OUB FATHERS. 



.u Sing alond 



Old BODgs, the precious muslB of the hearty " 

SiKG them upon the sanny hills. 

When days are long and bright. 
And the blue gleam o? shining riBs 

Is loveliest to the sight. 
Sing them along the miity mopr. 

Where ancient hmtters roved, 
And swell them through the torrcnt> roar- 

The songs our fathers loved ! 

The aongs their soids rcnoiced to hear 

When harps were in the hall. 
And each proud note nnde lance and spear 

Thrill on the bannered wall : \ 

* See, ♦* Gaiey*8 Researehes among die nomtains of Piedmont," 
for an ioteresting description of a sfibbath day in the upper regioM of 
. the Voudoit. The inhabitants of those Protestant Talleyt, wlio, likft 
the Swiss, repair wiffi their flocks and herds to the sammits of the hilli 
during the sommeri are followed thither by their paskois, and it tkat 
season of the y^r assemble on thai sacred dav, to wori0>ip in the op« 
air. 
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The songs tliat tbroagb our ndleys greeo, 

Sent on fnmi ftge to age, 
liike his own riTttPs i^ic^, hare bee« 

The peasant's heritage. 
The reaper sings them when the Tale •< 

Is fin^ with niwBBtf sheares; 
The woodman, \j the starlight pale 

Cheer*d homeward thrpngfa the levret : 
And mito them the glancing oars 

Ajojons measore keep. 
Where the dark roeka that entt ov shore* 

l^mk back the foaming de^ 

So let it be!— « light they shed 

O'er each old fonnt and grows ; . 
A memory of the gentle dead, 

A q»eUof ling^iag Ioto : 
Mnrmnring the names of mighty meA, 

They t>id onr streams roll on, 
And link high thooffhts to eyery glen 

Where raliant deeds wwe done. 

Teach them yoor children roond the hearth, 

When eyening-fires bom dear. 
And in the fields of harvest nurtb, * 

And on the hills of deer! 
So shall each miforgotten trerd, 

When farihose loved ones mam. 
Call back the hearts that once it surr'd, 

To childhood's holy home. 

The green weeds of Aeir native land 

Shall whisDer in the strain. 
The voices of their honsehom band 

Shan sweetlj speak again ; 
The heathery beights in vision rise 

Where like the stag they roved— 
Sing to your sons thme muodies, 

The songs 3nrar fWiers loied. 
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THE BURIAL 

or 

WILUAM THE COlf QVEROIE^* 

LowLT opon hu bier 
, The ro]^ conqneror lay, 
BafOB and chief itood near 
SiUnt in war-array. 

Down the long minister's aisle. 

Crowds mutely gazine streamed. 
Altar and tomb, the while, 
Throngfa mists of incense gleam'd : 

And by the torch's blaze 

The stately priest had said 
Hk^ words of power and praise. 

To the glpry of ^le dead. 

Hmt lowerM him, with the souni 

Or requiems, to repose, 
When from tha throngs around 
^ ^ solemn voice arose : 

" Forbear, forbear !»» it cried, 
" In the holiest name forbear ! * 

Ha hath conouer'd regions wide, 
Bot he shall not shimber <Aere. 

«< By the violated hearth 

Which made way for yon proud shrine, 
By the harvests which this earth, 

Hath borne to me and mine ; 

" By the home ev'n here overthrown. 
On my children's native spot,— 

Hence ! with bis dark renown 
Camber our birth-place not ! 

" Will my sires unransom'd field • 
O'er whichyour censers wavC; 

To the buried spoiler yield 
Soft shimber m the grave ? 
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<< The tree befwe him fell 

Which we cherifh'd many a year, 
But its dieep root jet shall iwell 

And heave agamst his bier. 

« The land that I hire tiU'd, 

Hath yet its'%rooding breast 
With my home's white ashes fill'd<— 

And it shall not give JtMm r«s^ 

« Here each proud colomii'a bed 

Hath been wet by weeping eje?,— 
Hence! and bestow your dead 

Where no i^rong against hlni crSaft !" 

Shame glowM on «ii«:^ dark fiuse 

Of those proud and ^fArpxtmm, 
And they bought with j;oId a place 

For their Imder's dust e'en then. 

A little earth tot him 

Whose banner flew so far ! 
And a p«isaDitVtale could d^ 

The name, a nation's star! 

One deep voice thns arose 

From a heart which wrongs had riven— 
Oh! who shall number those 

That were but heard is Heaven?* 



* For the particalara of 4iihi and other scareelr lew remarkable cir- 
cunstances which attended the obsequies of mjliara Uie Conqnerur 
see Sifmondra Hiatoivt des Franeais^ vol. iv. p. 480. 
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THE SatTND OF ^HE SEA* 

Thou art i ooodiiig on, thou mighty sea, 

For ever and die same ! 
The ancient rocks yet ting to thee, 

Whofe thnnden naoght can tame. 
Oh ! many a jdorioiis voice u gone. 

From the nch bowen of earth, 
And hiuh'd ii many a lovely one 

Of monmiiilneM or mirth. 
The Dorian flute that tigh'd of yore 

Along thy wave, is still ; 
The harp or Jadah peals no more 

On Zion's awful hilL 

And Memnon's lyre hath lost the chord 

That breathed the mystic tone, 
And the songr, at Rome's high triumphs pour'd, 

Are with S^ eagles flown. 
And mute '^. Moonsh horn, that rang 

O'er str^ and mountain free, 
And the hymn the leagued Crusaders sang, 

Bath died in Cralilee. «■ 

But thou art swelling on, thou detijf, 

Through many an olden clime, 
Thy bUlowy anthem, ne'er to sleep 

tfntil the close of time. 
Thou liftest u]^ thy solemn voice 

Toeveiywu4andsky, 
And all our earth's green shores rejoice 

In that one harmony. 
It fills the noontide's calm profound, 

The sunset's heaven of gold ; 
And the still midnight hears the sound, 

£v'n as when first it roll'd. • 

liet there be silence, deep and strange, 

Where sceptred cities rose ! 
Thou speak'st of one who doth not change— 
— So may our hearts repose. 
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CASABIANCA.* 



Tbe boy stood on the linniiiiff deck, 
Whence all bat him had fl^ ; 

The flame that lit the battle's wreck, 
Shone round kdm o'er the dead. 

Yet beantifid and bright he stood. 

As bom to role the storm ; 
A creatnre of heroic blood, 

A prond, though child-like form. 

The flamea rolled on— he would not go, 

Without hit father's word ; 
That father, faint in death below. 

His voice no longer heard. 

He caU'd aloud— ^< Say, father, sar 

If yet my task is done?;' 
He new not that the chieftaf;^ lay 

Unconsoioos of his son. ' 

" Speak, Father !" once again he cried, 

"If I may yet be gone !'» 
— ^And buttne boommg shots repfiedy 

And fast the flames rolPd on. 

Upon his brow he felt their breath, 

And in his waying hair ; 
And look'd from that lone post of death. 

In still, yet brave despair. 

And shouted but once more aloud, * 

« My father ! must I stay ?" 
While o'er liim fast, throueh sail and shroud, 

The wreathing fires mtm way. 



/ * Toun| Catabianco, a boy about thirleoa years' old, sou to the 

/admiol of the Orient, remained at his post (in the buttl^ tf the Nile.) 

'; after Ae ship had taken fire, and all the gnns bad boitiAigidoned : 

nd perished in the expleaton of tbe vestol, when tf»lKBsa had 

aiKJhed the powd<fr. • « 
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Tber wrapt the ship in splendour wild, 
They Ganehtthe flag on high, 

And BtreamM above the gallant child, 
Like banners in the sl^. 

Theie canie a burst of thander sounds 
Tlie boy— oh ! where was he ? 

—Ask of the winds that far around 
With fragments strew'd the sea ! 

With mast, and helm, and pennOD fkir. 
That well had borte their part— 

Bnt the noblest thiiu^ that perish'd Uiercf, 
Was that young mithful heart. 



THE ADOPTCB <iHX£.l>« 

M Why wooldst thoo Tearc me, At g«itle cMd? 
Thy home on the mountain is bleak and wla^ . 
A rtmwroofd cabin with lowly wall*- 
Mine is a fair and a piUarM haU. 
Whare many an image of marble gleams,, 
Aad the sonshlne of piettxe for eTer streams.'' 
« Oh ! green is^h* tmf wheeemy brothers plaT, ^ , 

Through the long bright homw of thersummcr-diy,. 
'Thevfind the red cup-moss where ihey clirab, 
And they chase the bee o'er the scented thyme ; 
^ the rocks where the heath-flower blooms they know- 
IrfMly, kind lAdy ! oh ! let me go." 
" Content thee, boy J i» my bower to dweU, 
Here arc sweet sounds which thou lowest w,eu ; 
Flutes on the air in the vtilfy noon, 
Haros which the wandering breezes tunc ; 
Andthe silvery wooxi-note of many a bird, 
Whose voice was ne'er h» thy mountams hewd. 
«* My mother sing% at the twilight's fall, 
Afonff of the hills far more sweet than all ; 



Ske suBgf it uftder onr own green tree, 
Tb theMbe half slombermg on her knee ; 
1 4»eamt last night of that mittio low— 
liady, kind lady { oh ! hst me go,** 
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« li'hy mother is gone from her cares to rest, 
She hath taken the babe on her quiet breast ; 
Thou woddst meet her footstep, my boy, no more, 
"Not hear her soue at the cabin door. 
—Come thou wiu me to the vineyards nigh, 
And we 'U pluck Uie grapes of the richest dye." 

*^ Is my mother gone from her home away ? 

^— But I know that my brothers are there at play. 

I know they are gathering the fox-glove's bell, 

Or the long fern-leaves by the sparkling well. 

Or they launch their boats where the bright streams flow-« 

Lady, kind lady! oh! let me go." 

<( Fair child ! thy brothers are wanderers now, 
They sport no more on the mountain's brow. 
They have left the fern bv the spring's green side, 
Andthe streams where tne fairy haras were tried. 
— Be thou at peace in thy bririiter lot, 
For thy cabin-home is a lonely spot.** 

<' Are they gone, all gone from the sunny hill ? 
— Bnt the bird and the blne>fly rove o'er it stiU, 
And the red-deer bound in their gladness fi«e, 
And the turf is bent by the sins^g bee. 
And the waters leap, and the fresh winds blow — 
Xady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 



THE DEPARTED. 



* Thou ahaU lid dowQ 



With patriarebf of the infant woild~-with kings, 
The powerful of the earth — the wiae, the gooa, 
Fair formi, and hoary seen of ages past, 
All in one mighty sepulchre.*' BryttnU 

Ahd shrink ye from the way 
To the spirit's distant shore? 
Earth's mistiest ilfen. in armed array, 
Are thither gone before. 

The warrior kings, whofe banner 
Flew far as eagles fly. 
They are gone where swords avail them not, 
From the feast of victory. 

29* 
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And the teeHwlK^Mt ef ywe 

By oritBl nftfan or w«f«, 
TheT^hftTfc pMi'd wiA «U their stifiyhw— 

Can ye etill fear the grave? 
—We fottr^ we* fear!— 'the sonBhine 

It joyous to behotd , ^ . . 
And we reck not of the borted kngt, 

Or A» awfol aeert of plA. 
Ye ahrinfc 1— the hardi whose lavs 

Have made joiir deep hearts bnrB, 
Theyhare left the sen, and the voice of praiae, 

For the land whence none return': 
And the Ibvely» whose memorial 

Is the terse that canndit die, 
Theytoo are g;one with their glonous Dloom, 

From the gaze of human eye. 
. Would ye not johi that thvong 

Of the earth's de^iarted flowers. 
And the Blasters of the imghty song 

in their lar and fadeiess bowers ? 

IThoie flongs «e high, and holf, 
B«t tifety TSBquMli not our fear ; 
Not from our path those floweit are gone^ 
We fain would linger here ! 

Linger then yet awhile, 
As the last leaves on the hough! 
-*Te have loved the gleam of many a smile 
That is taken from you now. 

There hate been aweet sfaigii^ voices 
In your walks that now are still : 
These are seats left void in your etfthly hornet, 
WUeb^BOBft again augrfiU^ 
Sbffe eyea are seen no more 
That made spring-time in your heart ; 
Kindred and friends are gone before,— 
And 2/e atill fear to part ? 

—We fear not ww%. we fear «^ ! . ^ 
Though the way throuji^k darkne»beBdi ; 

Our souls are sixov^ iA. fiiUow /Acm, 
Our own familiar friends ! 
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THE BREEZE FROM liANB. 



-" Afl when to them wba i»il 



Beyond the Oape of. Hope^ tod now are pest 

Moxambic, off at lea north-east winds blow 

Sabean odours front the spicy, shore 

Of Araby the Blest; with such delay 

Wen pleased they slack their coorae, and many a league, 

Cheer'd with the gratefpl smell, old Ocean sTmles." 

• Paradise Lost 

Jot if upon the lonely seas, 

When Indian forests pour 
Forth to the billow and the breeze 

Their fragrance from the shore ; 
Joy when the soft air's glowing sigh 
Bean on the breath ofAraby. 

Ohl welcome are the winds that tell 

A wanderer mt the- deep 
Where far away the jasmines dwell, 

Ajid where thftiwprrii-tceet weep! 
Bless'd, on the soundittg surge and foam, 
Are tidings of the citron's home I 

The sailor at the helm they meet, 

And hope his bosom stirs, 
TJpivringing, ^midst the waves to greet 

Tne ftiSir earth's messengers, 
That woo him, from the mournful mam, 
Back to her glorious bowers again. 

They woo him, whispering iort^y tales 

Or many a flowering glade, 
And fonnrs bright rleam in island-rales 

Of golden-fruiteoshadfe ; 
Across his lone ship's wake they bring 
A Tision and a glow of sprhig ! 

And oh! ye masters of the lay ! 

Come not e'en thus yoursongft. 
That meet us on life's weary way 

Amidst her toilins^ throngs ? 
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Tet! o'er the ipaitlbatthej bear 
A cment of celeftud air! 

Tbeir power is from the brigjfater clime 

That in our birth hath part. 
Their tones are of the world whieh time 

Sean not within the heart ; 
Tfaej tell OS of the lifinr 1^ 
In ita green pfawea cfer ori^tf. 

They eall as widi a Toice divine 

Back to our early lore, / 

Onr TOWiof yooth at many a shrine / 

Whence far and soon we roTe : 
—Welcome, hich thought and hdy strain. 
That make as TVnth's and 9eaTen's again !* 



TO ONE OF THE AUTHOR'S CHILDREN 

ON HIS BIRTHDAY, 27th AVGITST, 1825. 

Thou wak'st from happy sleep to play 

With bonndii^ heart, my boy ! 
Before thee lies a lon|; bright day 

Of summer and of joy. 

Thonhast no heary thooght or dream 

To cloud thy fearless eye ;— 
Itong be it thus— life's early stream 

Should stiU reflect the sl^. 
Yet erethe caresoir lifo lie dim . 

On thy young spirit's winn^ 
Now in tin" mom forget not uun 

From whom each pure thought springe ! 

So in the onward rale of tears^ 

Where'er thy path may be, 
When sdiengtb hath bowM to evil years— 

Me will remember thee. 



* Written inmedistdy aAsr reading f be " Remarks on the Chane- 
ternml WfHinga of Miftiyn^'* in fhe <ariltrafn ExSmifter. 
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AN HOtm OP BdlfAl^rC^E. 349 

TO A YOTOTGEB CWIJJl^ 

•N A SIMILAK OCOASltfN, 17th SEPTEMBER, 1825. 

'Wbkre nkta the bee now ?— Summer is flying, 
Iteaves on the grass-plot fiidecf are lying; 
Violets are gone firom the grassy dell. 
IVitb the eowsUp-ciips. where the fairies dwell ; 
TThe rose from the garden hath pass'd away^— 
ir^t happj, fair boy! is thy natal day. 

JPoT loTe bids it lip^leome, the lore whidi hidi smiled 
£ver aroimd thee, my geMle ehild^f 
'W^atchin^ thy ftc^ieps, and gnawing thy bed, 
And pouring ont joy on thy siinny head. 
ROMS may tairisb, bbt thjs^ill stay— 
Happy and b^ht is thy natid day. 



I 



AN HOUR OF ROBf AJtfC^lS. 

Thbrb were thick leaves above'me and arotmd, 

And low sweet sig^, like those of childbood'a sleep, 

Amidst their dimness, and a fitfol soond 

As of soft showers on water— dark and deep 

l4iy the oak shadows o'er the ttirf, so still. 

They seem'd but pictured glooms — a hidden rill, 

Made music, such as haunts us in a dream, 

Under the fem-tnfls ; and a tender gleam 

Of soft green lisht, as by the glow-worm shed. 

Came pouring torough the woren beech-bou^ down, 

And steep'd the ma^ page wherein I read 

Of royal chivalry and old renown, 

A tale of Palestme."'— Meanwhile the bee 

Swept past me wiUi a tone of summer hours, 

A drowsy bugle, wafting thoughts of flowers, 

Blue skies, wad amber sunshine— brightly free. 



• Tht TaliimaD—T'alefl of the CrttMider«. 
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346 EVlSKINe f SAVER AT A GISLS' SCHOOI.. 

Qn filmj wingi the pvrpkdncon-fljr 
Shot KMnciBg like a fany jftTeun br ; 
And a fweet roice of tarrow told thedell 
Where sat the lone wood-pig;eoii. 

But ere long, 
AU tense of these things faded, as the spell, 
BreathiDg from that high goffeons tale, grew stooiqp 
On BBT chained soul — 'twas not the leaves I heard ; 
—A Syrian wind the lion-banner stirred. 
Through its proud floating folds— Hwas not the broQlE« 
Singing in secret throneh its sprassj glen— 
A wild shrill trompet of the &racen 
Peal*d from the desert's lonelr heart, and shook 
The burning air— Like elonds when winds are high. 
O'er glittering sands flew steeds of Araby, 
And tents rose up, and sudden lance and spear 
Flash'd where a fountain's diamond ware lay dejnr, 
Shadow'd by graceful palm-trees.— Then the shout 
Of merry England's joy swell'd freely out, 
Sent throuch an Eastern heaveii, whose glorious hue 
Made shields dark mirrors to its depths of bhie ; 
And harps were there— I beard their sounding sbriaftr 
As th» waste echoediothe mirth of kings. 

The bright masque Aided— unto life's worn track 
What call'd me, from its flood of glory, back ? 
—A Tmce of happy childhood !^4nd they pass'd, 
Bfomcr, and harp, and Paynhn trumpet's blast— 
Tet might I scarce bewail the fiaion gone, 
Aly heart so leapt to that sweet laughter's tone* 



£TJBMNG PRAYER AT A GIRI.S' SCfHOOI^, 

** Nn«r in thy youth beseech of Him, 
Who giveth, upbraiding not. 
That htr lidbt in thy heart become not dimi 

And bit love be unforfot ; 
And thy God, io the darkeit of days, wiH be 
Oreeonete, and beauty, and strength to thee.'* 

^S"^ 'tis a holy hour— the quiet room 

BoemB like a temple, while yon soft lamp sheds 

A jMot and starry radiance, through the gloom 
And the sweet stillness, down on bright yoong 
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KVEKlMi PJCAVKB AT A (JIUJL's SCHOoL. 341 

rWiih all their alast'ring locks, imtonchM by care. 
And bow'd^ aiflowan are bow'd with night— in piajer. 

Gaze on,*— 'tis lorely !-*€hildhood'i lip and cheek, 
Mantling beneath its earnest brow of thoaght— 

Gasee— yet what seest thou in those fair, ana meel^ 
And fragile things, as bat for sunshine wrought ? 

— Thoa seest what grief must nurture for the s%, 

What death must fashion for eternity ! 

Oh ! joyous creatures, that will sink to rest, 

Ughtly, when those pure orisons are done, 
As birds with slumber's noney-dew oppressed, 

'Midst the dim folded ieares, at set of sun— 
lift up your hearts !— though yet no sorrow lie» 
Dark in the summer-heaten of those clear eyes; 

Though fresh within your breasts th' untroubled springs 

Of nope makemelodj where'er ye tread : 
And o'er your sleep bright shadows, from tne winge 

Of spirits Tisiti^ but jrouth, be spread ; 
Tet in those flute-like Toices, mingung low, 
Is woman's tender n e ss h ow soon ner wo ! 

Her lot is on you— silent tears to weep, 
And patient smiles te wear through suffering's hour, 

And sumless riches, from Affection's deep. 
To pour on broken reeds— a wasted shower ! 

And to make idob, and to find them clay, 

And to^ bewail that worship t herefore pray I «• 

Ber lot is on you— to be found untired, ' 

Watching the stars out by the bed of pain. 
With a pale cheek, and yet a brow inspired. 

And a true heart of hope, though hope be tain. 
Meekly to bear with wrong, to cheer decay. 
And oh ! to lote throogh.ail things— therefore pny 2 

And take the thought of this calm vesper time, 
With its low murmuring sounds and silyeiy ught. 

On through the dark days fading from their prime, 
As a sweet dew to keep your souls from bught. 

Earth will forsake— oh ! happy to have given 

Th' unbroken heart's first fragrance unto Hegven *. 
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348 THE INVOCATION. 

THE INTOCATION. 

WRITTEN AVTBE THE DEATH OF A SISTER- IN-L A VT. 

Answer me, borning stars of i^t I 

Where is Uie spirit gone, 
That past the reach oThimanjifl^t, 

Eren as a breese, hath flown f 
—And the stars aaswer'd me—" We roll 

In ligfat and power on lugfa, 
But, of the nerer-dying soni, 

Adc things that cannot die I ^ 

Oh I many toned tad chainle8« wind ! 

Thoa art a wanderer free ; 
Tell melf lAottits place canst find, 

Far oyer moimt and sea? 
—And the wind mnrmor^d in replj, 

<( The bhie deep^I haTe^ros^d, 
And met its barks and biUows high, 

But not what thoa hast lost ! ** 

Ye donds that gorgeously xe^e 
ArdnndtheseT* 



Answer! have ye a iiome for those 

Whose esjTthly race ^ ran ? 
The bright clouds answered— "We depart, 

We yanish from the sky : 
Ask what is deathlew iirthy heart 

For that which cannot die ! '* 

Speak, t]tt%thoaToice,of €rod within 1 

Tlion of^ie deraiow tone ! 
Answer me througn life's restless din, 

Where is the s^rit flown t 
—And the Toice answer'd— " Be Ihoo still * 

£ttoagh to know is grren | ' 
Clouds, winds, and stars their task ittlfii, 

Thine is to trust in Heaven ! 
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